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A TALE. 



CHAPTER I. 

" We'll lose ourselves in Venus' grove of myrtle, 
Where eveiy little bird shall be a Cupid, 
And sing of love and youth ; each wind that blows 
And curls the velvet leaves shall breathe delights ; 
The wanton springs shall call us to their hanks, 
And on the perfum'd flowers woo us to tumble. 
But we'll pass- on untainted by gross thoughts, 
And walk as wo were in the eye of Heaven." 

" O RARE Ben Jonson !" said some one, and 
O rare Beaumont and Fletcher say we ; for in 
honest sincerity we prefer this gentle pair to all 
the old English dramatic writers except Shaks* 
peare. For playful wit, richness of fancy, ex- 
uberance of invention, and, above all, for the 
sweet magic of their language, where shall we 
find their superiors among the British bards 1 
It is not for us obscure wights to put on the . 
critical nightcap, and, being notorious criminals 
ourselves, set up as judges of others ; but we 
should hold ourselves base and ungrateful if 
we did not seize this chance opportunity to 
raise our voices in these remote regions of 
the West, where, peradventure, they never 
dreamed of one day possessing millions of 
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readers, in humble acknowledgment of the 
many hours they have whiled away by the cre- 
ations of their sprightly fancy, arrayed in the 
matchless melody of their tuneful verse. But 
mankind must have an idol, one who monopo- 
lizes their admiration and devotion. The name 
of' Shakspeare has swallowed up that of his 
predecessors, contemporaries, and successors ; 
thousands, tens of thousands echo his name that 
never heard of Marlow,— Marlow, to whom 
Shakspeare himself condescended to be indebt- 
ed, and whose conception of the character of 
Faust is precisely that of Goethe; — of Webster, 
Marston, Randolph, Cartwright, May, and all 
that singular knot of dramatists, who unite the 
greatest beauties with the greatest deformities, 
and whose genius has sunk under the licen- 
tiousness of the age in which it was their mis- 
fortune to live. The names of Massinger, Ben 
Jonson, Beaumont and Fletcher are, it is true, 
more familiar ; but it is only their names and 
one or two of their pieces that are generally 
known. These last have been preserved, not 
on the score of their superior beauties, but be- 
cause they afforded an opportunity for Garrick 
and other great performers to reap laurels which 
belonged to the poet, by the exhibition of some 
striking character. Far be it from us to attempt 
to detract from the fame of Shakspeare. Supe- 
rior he is, beyond doubt, to all his countrymen 
who went before or came after him, in the pecu- 
liar walk of his genius ; but he is not so im- 
measurably superiojr as to cast all others into 
oblivion ; and to us it seems almost a disgrace 
to England that a large portion of her own 
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readers, and a still larger of foreigners, seem 
ignorant that she ever -produced more than one 
dramatist. 

But " Go ahead ! go ahead !" cries the impa- 
tient reader, who, in honest truth, hath been 
spoiled by bein^ of late too much indulged in 
high-seasoned dainties and marvellous adven- 
tures treading on the heels of each other like 
ihe ranks of an undisciplined militia ; and, obe- 
dient to his high behest, we resume our story. 

The early spring of the west, where no cut- 
tinff, villanous easterly winds, no cold, white, 
chilling, sea-bom fogs that come, like winding- 
sheets, to wrap the wasting victim of consump- 
tion in the last garment, delay the opening buds 
and opening flowers, — the early spring now 
peeped forth from under the little blue wild 
violets and pale snowdrops, to see if perchance 
that old hoary tyrant Winter had packed 
up his " plunder," and gone about his business. 
The redbirds and the paroquets exhibited 
their gay plumage among the opening pur- 

{)le buds ; and the life-current of nature, re- 
eased from its irosty chains, began again to 
flow through the veins of the forest. It was 
the season for making maple sugar, a rural fes- 
tival, which was at the period we speak of, and 
we hope still is, the signal for rural pastimes 
and innocent recreation. 

The luscious breath of the balmy air, which 
awakened the flowers, the buds, and the birds ; 
which set the insects humming in the sunshine, 
and invited the stiffened fly to come and solace 
himself in the south window, called forth the 

villagers to this their &yourit« ajtnu^eoeiit 
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The colonel, Mrs. Dan&erfield, Yir^inia, the 
pestilent Mrs. Judith, and one and aU, arrayed 
themselves for the yearly saccharine saturnaliai 
where etiquette and precedence abided far away, 
and all were left to the guidance of that natu- 
ral delicacy which, except among fools and 
blackguards, is always sufficient for the preser- 
vation of a due decorum. That last remnant 
of the Virginia aristocracy, the great Pompey 
Ducklegs, whose legs, in sooth, were every year 
getting more and more into a waddle, insomuch 
that it became apparent they would soon suffice 
but for the last long journey, — Pompey the elder 
did forthwith summon Pompey the younger to 
the field, and bade him exert himself for the 
honour of the family. Nay, the veritable Mr. 
litdejohn, of whom we reproach ourselves that 
we have so long lost sight, did gather himself 
together with a mig'hty effort, and with an effort 
stul mightier did rise up from the three chairs 
whereon it was his wont to repose the outward 
nan. 

The trees were tapped ; the sweet redundant 
juices of the maple-trees began to flow into the 
Bttle wooden troughs; the fires were lighted, the 
kettles filled withsap, and the respectable matrons 
presided with dignity and skill over the process 
of boiling it into sirup, skimming the refuse 
scum, and lastly crystallizing the pure residuum 
-r-may Heaven pardon us such a word when 
on a subject so simple ! This process lasted 
until night, and then the forest glowed in the arti- 
ficial sunshine of the ruddy fires, and the echoes 
answered from their long quiet abodes to the 
iwnd of song, laughter^ and merrimentt We 
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confess we wish we had been there to taste Ais 
the sweetest of all sugars, and to share in the 
blameless pastime ; for if there is a spot on the 
ragged rarment of human existence which the 
stain of ^ilt or remorse has not incurably 
soiled, it is these moments of imiocent relaxa- 
tion in which we envy none, hate none, injure 
none, and the heart expands to a holy affection 
for nature and her great inspiring, creatiog, pre- 
serving Spirit. 

Bushfield, too, was here in all his glory, and 
was not only a whole team, but a team and a half, 
good measure, as he affirmed. This was the 
only occasion in which he did not eschew a 
crowd, saving and excepting a barbecue. He 
frisked about from one fire to the other, plajred 
his practical jokes on Pompey the Great and 
Pompey the Little, and roused the echoes of the 
forest with his noisy vivacity. JJven the stem 
inflexible gravity of the Black Warrior relaxed 
uiider the influence of the scene ; and it is said, 
thouffh we can hardly believe it, that he actu- 
ally degenerated into a laugh at seeing Bush- 
field by gentle violence enforce Mrs. Judith 
Paddock to attempt a waltz with him, of whioh 
he had heard a description from Rainsford, and 
at the end of which he jumped up as high as a 
young sapling. 

To sum up all and close -the rural festival, 
certain blooming young damsels — ^we would 
they had been shepherdesses ! — and certalh lusty 
youth — O that they were only shepherds, like 
those of Sicily, of whom Theocritus has sung, 
and whose sheepskin inexpressibles he hath im- 
mortalized ! — pertainyouths and damsels of th« 
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Tillage, inspired by the breath of spring, the ex- 
ample of the little birds, and the little rural ab- 
stract rambles they occasionally indulged in the 
wicked twilight of the woods, were enticed to 
fiJl in love and pledge their faith for ever in 
presence of the dryacB and hamadryads, who 
discreetly promised never to betray them. But 
there were no secrets where Mrs. Judith Pad- 
dock abided, and in less than four-and-twenty 
hours after these "gentle passages of arms" 
there was not a soul in the village of Danger- 
fieldville ignorant that the temple of H3rmen 
would soon receive at least half a dozen pairs 
of votaries fresh from the festival of the sugar 
making. Were we inclined to philosophize on 
the mystifications of the human heart, we might 
here inquire into that singular affinity which 
beyond all doubt subsists between the making 
of sugar and the making of love, two of the 
sweetest occupations of this world. But we 
shall leave this to some future work, wherem 
we purpose to demonstrate that maple sugar is 
maple sugar, and love, love ; for the doing of 
which the gentle reader will be doubtless greatly 
obliged to us, seeing that such is the astonish- 
ing development ofscience, philosophy, and all 
that sort of thing, that we ourselves begin to 
doubt the postulatum of the learned Theban 
Touchstone, that " ipse is he," that love is love. 
or that maple sugar is maple sugar. 
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CHAPTER n. 

An evening toalk^ an evening talk^ and what follow^ 

Rainsfo^d did not enter hk appearance at 
the woodland festival ; he had gone over to his 
house, under pretence of making preparations 
for his removal. Virginia, though she kept up 
her spirits tolerably sinee their last interview, 
felt a heavy weight on her heart, and fell into 
that state of mind which inclines to lonely medi- 
tdtions. One eYening she wandered alone down 
to the river-side, not to enjoy the opening 
charms of spring and the rural beauties of the 
scene, but to brood over past times and future 
probabilities. The season and the prospect 
which spread itself out before her were both 
equally alluryig. Oh the opposite shore of thw5 
river the high and haughty precipices of dark- 
coloured rocks threw their deep reflections upon 
the bosom of the clear waters that here, in con- 
sequence of their expansion, rested quietly in 
their capaciousJmsin. The upper line of these 
everlasting walls, viewed from where she stood, 
reared itself high in the air, and'nothing was j 
seen beyond or above them but the pure blue 
sky of evening. As the sun gradually sank to 
the horizon, it appeared a blood-red ball of flame ; 
and when half hidden behind the massy barrier 
of the stream, assumed the appearance of a 
great signal fire, such as in ancient times gav# 

a3 
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token for the valleys .and the hills of Old Scot- 
land, the land of cakes, the land of Bums and 
of .Walter Scott, to send forth their hardy deni- 
ssens to the dangers they loved to encounter. 
The shore on that side where reposed the vil- 
lage of Dangerfieldville was a low rich bottom, 
as it is yclept in western phrase. A fellow with 
some geology in his brain would call it allu- 
vial ; but we confess we delight to speak to the 
comprehension of ordinary readers, whom it is 
our pleasure to please. It was such a Uttle 
paradise as whilom the shepherds haimted in 
the pastorals once so admired, but now eschewed 
as fiintastic pictures of a state of society which 
never had an existence. So much the worse, 
80 much the worse ; for to us it seems that the 
very becm ideal of human happiness would con- 
sist in this imaginary union (if such a one were 
possible) of all the simplicity of rural innocence, 
all the mild excitements of rural scenes, rural 
amusements, and rural occupations, with gentle 
manners and intellectual refinement. It says 
nothing in favour of the state of manners or 
morals, when the human mind can only be ex- 
cited to feeling or enthusiasm by high-coloured 
pictures of passion and guilt, or high-seasoned 
temptations to folly and crime. 

The general character of the scene we have 
attempted to describe was that oif silence and 
repose. But ever and anon a boat would glide 
down the stream, and the silence be interrupted 
for a few moments by the laugh or song of the 
boatmen, or the echoes roused by the most 
touching of all miisic, in the proper scene and 
8eason|---the windings of the mellow wooden 
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trumpet, which those who have once heard, on 
the lonely rivers of the south and west, wfl), 
peradventure, never forget. No hunter's horn, 
no inspiring bugle, no oaten reed of shepherd 
piping amon^ the fauns and dryads in Gre- 
cian or Sicihan vale, ever sent forth such 
mellow, melting sounds, as we have heard in 
da3rs of yore, roUing in fleecy volumes from the 
simple wooden trumpet of a river Orpheus, 
black as the petticoat of night, when not a star 
watches in the dingy firmament. 

Virginia's eyes were on the scene, but her 
thoughts were far away. It is scarcely neces- 
sary to say whither they were wandering, or 
whether they were pleasant or painfiil. Such 
as they were, they were ^suddenly interrupted 
by the sound of footsteps, and the appearance 
of a person she at once recognised as the iden- 
tical being who was at that moment in the en- 
tire occupation of her mind. She started, and 
^was oifended. - »/v 

" Mr. Rainsford," said she, " after what has 
passed, I did not think — ^I did not wish ever 
to see you again." And she was proceeding 
towards home with a hurried step. 

" Virginia — ^Miss Dangerfield, forgive me for 
wishing to see you once more. I am going 
away to-morrow. I shall never return, and I 
— ^I don't know whether I shall be more happy 
or miserable for the indulgence, but I wished 
to bid you farewell ; and to part in peace with 
one with whom I have lived till lately in 
peace." 

" Well, sir, in peace let us part ; though I 
must be allowed to say, your intruding into our 
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peaceful village, and acceplmg the hospitalityof 
my fathef; and, and — ^but of my^lf, I will 
aay nothing. I ask, if you think all this was 
not, in the circumstances under which you 
came here, dishonourable and infamous?" 

" Yes, yes, it was so, — I confess, I know it 
was so. I had no right, wretched being that I 
am, I had no right to endeavour to nmke an 
interest in the affections, or create an attach- 
ment in the he^ of any human being ; living, 
as I do, in the horrible anticipation, nay, the 
horrible certainty of one day giving nothing but 
pain to those who take an interest in my fate.'' 

" You should have thought of this before, 
Mr. Rainsford." 

" I should— nay, Ijdid. But think, Virginia, 
when a man has no friends, no relatives, not a 
soul that takes an interest in his fate ; when 
he has buried all he loves, all that love him ; 
when he loathes the sight, and shims the so- 
ciety of his early companions, and roves a 
wretched wreck of body and mind, in the vast 
solitude of the world, without rudder, or com- 
pass, or haven of repose. Think, Virginia, 
what must be the self-denial of that man who, 
under such circumstances, could resist the kind- 
ness of benevolent strangers. And yet, you 
maty remember I sought not your father's hos- 
pitality." 

"I know it — I know it. But, when yor 
knew that you had no claim, you ought not tc 
have accepted it," replied Virginia, whom the 
sad picture Rainsford had drawn of himseli 
softened almost into forgiveness. << But it is use- 
less to say more, or to prolong this interview. 
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Whatever may have been your offences to me 
and mine^ I forgive them. You saved my life ; 
1 4$annot forget that. And may the great Being 
you have offended so deeply, receive the gift of 
life you bestowed on me as an atonement for 
that of which you deprived another. 

Rahisford looked aghast. 
* " Deprived another ! What do you— what 
can you mean, Virginia ?" 

" Your conscience will tell you what I cannot 
titter." 

"Conscience! upon my soul I do not compre- 
hend you!" Yet Rainsford trembled all the 
while with a secret consciousness. 

" Must I speak ? must I remind you of your 
own confession ?" cried she, impatiently. 

"No, Virginia, there is no necessity for that^ it 
is never out of my mind for a moment, asleep or 
awake. It haunts my very dreams, and makes 
my nights ten thousand times more miserable 
than my days ! But still I cannot comprehend 
idiat you said just now." 

" H3rpocrite ! — then if I must, I must. Answer 
me," turninff foil upon him, " answer me, Blr. 
Rainsford ; nave you not confesse4 yourself a 
murderer !" And she shuddered with loathing, 
as she uttered tliat appalling word. 

"Murderer! ha, ha, ha!" and he laughed 
aloud. " No, no, thank Heaven, not yet, not 
yet. Whatever I may be, in good time-—" 

"Wretched man!" 

" Yes, I am wretched, but I am not a mur- 
4efer. Ha, ha, ha ! what a high opinion you 
hkVd of me. Add thief and pickpocket, i^edu* 
MT-Hmadman. to it, Virginia, to make up the 

2 
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sum total of my accomplishments ; do, do, Vir- 
ginia P 

Virginia shuddered, with mingled emotions 
of disgust and horror, as he continued in a 
more composed manner. 

" Miss Dangerfield, what you have just said 
convinces me of the propriety of my making 
certain explanations which you declined to hear 
once, but which I demand as an act of justice 
you should listen to now. Come, come, you 
must, you shall hear me. You shall hear what 
never was and never will be disclosed by me 
a^ain to any human being voluntarily. Come, 
sit down on this old gray rock, and listen to 
what I shall say. It is worth the hearing, I 
promise you." 

Virginia could no longer resist; she sat down, 
trembling with emotion, and, leaning against a 
huge tree that grew out of the side of the rock, * 
awaited what followed. 

" Well, sir, go on, and let me hear it all." 

« Virginia, there is madness in my blood and 
race!" 

"Madness! Oh, God! Madness?" 

"Be not alarmed; there is no danger yet 
awhile at least. •! will not harm you, dear, 
kind, benevolent soul, though you did suspect 
Ine of murder." 

" Did you not acknowledge it ?" 

" No, on my soul ! . But I now see into the 
source of your mistake, and will remove it if 
you will listen calmly to my story. ^ 

"I am the last of my family, and so much 
the better, for when I am gone its name -and 
memory will be for ever buried in the rubbish 
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of its own miserable ruins. Virffiilia! Virginia! 
I have undertaken a task which I fear will ac- 
celerate the catastropBie which haunts my ima- 
gination every moment of my life.'^ 

"Only assure me solemnly of your innocence, 
and I will spare you the rest."' 
, " No, all shall be disclosed, now that I have 
wrought mjrself to the task. I said I was the 
last of my family ; but that is the lot of thou- 
sands, — a vulvar calamity not worth thinking or 
talking of. All men die ,* all generations, names, 
&milies, nations, the peopled miUions of the 
universe, all pass away ; but to die as mine have 
done, as I shall die, — there's the rub, Yirginia, 
there's the rub! Mv family was respectable 
and rich, so rich that j^rtune seemed determined 
to make all the amends she could for the 

?,irse denounced upon them' by fate — ay, fete, 
irginia ! do you not believe in fate ? It is but 
another, a profane name for Providence. Ha ! 
ha! It is astonishing what a difference the 
world makes in the same things called by dif- 
ferent names ! But we were rich and well edu- 
cated ; we had every outward means of enjoy- 
ment ; and yet, for almost fifty years never has 
there existed a more wretched, hopeless race on 
the face of the earth. The story goes — it may ^ 
be tme, or it may be false — ^but the story goes * 
— and it has "had an influence over our family 
that while one of them remains alive will never , 
cease. It was said that our grandfather, who 
was a loyalist in the revolutionary war, in some 
battle, no matter where, encountered an old 
^ray-headed neighbour, a whig, who surren- 
dered him his sword, and cried out for quarter. 
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My jgfrandfather was in that state of bloodtfaint] 
WOitement which is so often felt in the heat o] 
battle, and, without Ust^iing to his entreaties 
cut him across the head tul he sank to ihi 

Sound. * I know you, squire,' cried he, as h< 
]. Some years after, when he was settled oi 
his estate, which he received with his wife, and 
had a family around him, it chanced that an old 
beggar came up the avenue, and asked charity 
in an incoherent manner, which indicated de* 
rangement of mind. He was somewhat inso- 
lent, and my grandfather roughly ordered him 
liway. 

" * You are a kind-hearted gentleman,' said 
the old man ; * what might your name be V 

" * It's of no consequence to you ; go away, 
old man.' 

" ' Yes, but it is. I like to know the namei 
of my benefactors, that I may pray for them.' 

" My grandfather ordered him away ; but be 
fore he left the court-yard he learned from 
servant his name, and returned, and stood rigJ 
before him ; he lifted up his old ragged hat, ai 
displayed a head seamed with scars, ill cc 
oealed by a few white hairs. 

" * Do you see this old head, major ? and h 
it is marked, as if the plough had been over 
You don't remember me ; but I do you. 
you know whpse sword it was thdt made tl 
gashes V 

"My grandfiither was about going a 
when he cried out, — 

"'Stop, major; it's impolite to turn 
back on an old acquaintance. Don't yc 
member a gray-headed soldier who uske 
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for quarter, and fo\x cut him down like an old 
rotten cabbage ? My name is Rockwell — ^Amos 
Rockwell; we were neighbours once, before 
you removed to these parts.' 

" My grandfather remembered the man and 
the circumstance, and- immediately offered him 
all the reparation in his power, a home lor the 
rest of his life. But his mind began to wander, 
and he no longer understood what was said to 
him. 

" * A tory, a tory is a highway robber, and I'll 
prove it,' and he fell into incoherent nonsense. 
Before he departed, however, he came close up 
to my grandfather, and said, 

" ' Do you know, major, I'm a fortune-teller ? 
I get my bread by it now. I'll tell yours for- a 
shilling; I would not be in your place for all 
you are worth and ten times more. I'm pretty 
mad sometimes, they say, but you'll be ten times 
worse before you die ; you'll be a mad family 
among you, and I could find in my heart to 

Eity you, if it wasn't that you cut open my 
ead when I asked for quarter, and let in so 
much air that it has been like a bladder ever 
since. Good-by, I shall be this way again one 
of these days to see if you're mad, and if you 
are we'll have a merry time of it.' 

"He left my grandfather somewhat struck 
with this strange medley of sense and nonsense, 
for he was a man of nervous temperament, and 
subject ta fits of low spirits. It passed away, 
however, or only occurred at long intervals, 
when accident or association wouW bring the 
incident of tibie old beggar to bis mind. About 
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tli$ Muno time next year he returned a^fain, ani 
on encountering my grand&ther, exclaimed, 

« < What, not mad yet ? well, youVe got only 
two years more to run, and then we'll naTet)ur 
frolic out.' 

" This second visit had a sensible eflfect, as I 
have heard, on my grandfather, who had in the 
interim lost one of his two children. But when 
be again returned the third time, my grand* 
father was seriously shocked. 

" ' You've one more year of grace,' said he, 
'and then, if I live, you and I will set oxit m 
our travels together to see the world, and knock 
our noddles together, for yours will be as empty 
as mine soon, or I can't see into a millstone.' 

" It was foredoomed that the thing should 
happen, and the beggar was only the instrument 
of fate in giving the warning. It was a sort of 
retributive justice that he should be permitted 
to become the messenger of Providence, as well 
as the agent in assisting to bring about what 
was to come to pass at all events. My grand- 
father brooded over these warnings untih he 
could think of nothing else, and his nervous 
predisposition received new force by the sudden 
death of his wife, which calamity left him with 
no other solace than a little weakly son about 
feur years old. The neighbourhood was soli- 
tary; no one lived within less than two or three 
miles; the nearest building was an old half- 
ruined church, which had the reputation of 
being haunted, and whose moss-grown tomb 
atones stood as thick as the trees of the fores 
By day it was sufficiently dieerful; but tli 
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ttUliiflli of the night, interrupted only bv the 
drowsy hum of insects, the croaking of nrogg: 
and the occasional night music of the owl and 
whip-poor-will, presented a sortof ^vbid for dia 
imagination to people with spectres of its own 
creation. 

" My grandfather gradually grew visionary 
aad melancholy. He became a devotee ; ho 
became a fanatic ; he— he ran mad, and raised 
hand afirainst that life to which he himself 



had ffiven being ! He was confined in a cell, 
and dashed — ^^ 

Here the young man paused, panting, wipinfi^ 
his forehead, down' which the big drops rolled 
fteir way, and exhibiting the intensity of men- 
tal suffering. Yir^inia could not speak ; won- 
der, doub^ superstition fof the first time over- 
helmed her imagination, and she shuddered 
at the anticipation of* unknown inscrutable 
horrors. After a few moments he went on. j 

^ My father grew up an intelligent, well-prin- 
dpled, virtuous man ; married ; was blessed — 
ih I luckily for him he did not live to see two 
Kttis, aycy three^ grow up to be the curse of his 
existence. My father, — ^but why should I dwell 
on such soul-sickening scenes and recollections 1 
his story in its catastrophe is that of my grand- 
&ther, and let it rest in oblivion. Now, Vir- 
ginia, now comes the whirlwind and the earth- 
quake ; now the curse begins to approach me 
nearer and nearer, until I feel the grasp of fate 
about my throat. We, I and my two elder 
brothers, oflen thought and oflen shuddered 
over the fate of our father and grandfather, the 
latter of which some foolish or malignant peo- 
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pie detailed to us. But we felt no apprehen- 
sions for ourselves, although it was observed 
by some of our friends that we were all in- 
cUned more or less to melancholy and supersti- 
tion, as they called it ; out I know better now, 
and have another name for it, presentiment. 
" We lived together, and loved each other, 
until my elder brother began to, to — spare me, 
spare me the detail, Virginia ; it is time for me 
to conclude, or I shall go mad before my time. 
It is sufficient, it must be sufficient to say, that 
my dear brothers, one after the other, precisely 
at the same age, xmder the same circumstances, 
and under the same influente of a gloomy an- 
ticipation of the fate which every succeeding 
victim more surely marked was sooner or later 
to become his own, f(JQoweddthe footsteps of my 
grandfather and father, and died, and made no 
sign of having once belonged to the race of 
nuserable inheritors of a curse which goes by 
the name of a glorious privilege. I, I alone 
remain ; there is none other ; no grandfather, 
father, or brothers to run distract^, but mc ; 
the vial of\ wrath has no other head but mine 
to pour out upon. The hour approaches ; the 
next birthday, and then, then you must take 
care of me, Virginia. I shall be dangerous 
especially to those I love, as I do thee, deal 
woman of my heart. At this moment I dare 
to tell thee so, for I feel like one that, having 
disclosed the inmost secret of his soul, cares not 
who knows all the rest. Yes, I, I the wretched 
inheritor of curses that have never fallen to thr 

Eound ; I that can bring you nothing but 
nediction of horrors; I that ought to 
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If 

howliaif amonff the Tdld beaatK, or the stiU 
wilder cells and dungeons of my kind ; I dare 
to tell thee so, Virginia. 

" When my last brother kill — died, I could 
not stay any longer in a place where I wa« 
looked upon by the people as a victim marked 
out by destiny ; as a sort of mysterious object 
of the wrath of Heaven. I sold my estate, and 
bent my way to some spot where I and my 
story should never have been heard of, and 
where I might be looked upon as a fellow-crea- 
ture by my fellow-creatures. A distant hope 
likewise animated me at times, that possibly 
change of scene, change of air, change of life, 
together with the absence of every thing thai 
could give to my mind the fatal direction of all 
my family, might relieve me for a while from 
the besetting nend. At a distance, and when 
doubtful whither to go, I heard of this village, 
and of the character of your father. 1 came 
hither ; I found a welcome, friends, all, and 
more than I ever expected to find in this world ; 
and for a little while I hoped to be at least as 
happy as others of my fellow-creatures. But 
I feel it is all in vain ; I have a presentiment 
idiich never yet deceived me, but is as sure as 
&te itself, and which assures me that my hours 
are numbered. Hah, hah, hah! isn't this a 
n>mantic tale for a fair lady's ear ; a touching 
appeal from a thriving wooer to his lady love 1 
im not I irresistible, Virginia? hah, hah, 

hahP 

« Don't laugh ; don't laugh, for God's sake !" 
cried the young maiden. 

"What, you'd rather hear me howl, and 
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gnash my teeth, and' rattle my chains, and 
chatter nonsense ? Well, perhaps it would be 
more in character." 

Virginia soothed him by degrees into some- 
thing like composure. 

"The anticipation of misery, after all, is better 
, than the consciousness of guilt. I am thankful 
that it is no worse." 

" But how could you believe for a moment 
the absurd tale of murder ?" asked he, reproach- 
fully. 

" Did not you yourself contribute to deceive 
me?" 

" Perhaps I did. I could not know what was 
passing in your mind, nor you in mine. If 
you knew how I shrink from the idea that any 
human being should suspect the cause of my 
melancholy, and that my apprehensions are for 
ever fixed to that one single point, you would 
easily conceive why I took it for granted you 
alluded to no other. In the same manner I 
was deceived by Paddock's suspicions, and 
bribed him, not to conceal a crime, but a mis- 
fortune." 

" And I, misled by the turn given by Mrs. 
Judith to your violent emotions and ambiguous 
exclamations, mistook your confession of one 
thing fpr that of another. You will pardon 
me, I hope?" said she, with a melancholy 
smile. 

" If you will pardon me for daring to attem] 
to establish an interest in the hearts of a worth 
family, who, if they cherish any regard for m- 
must one day mourn over my fate. But h 
me again remind you what it is to bo an ou 
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cast, an exception to our fellow-cfeatiires ; to 
wander through the peopled soUtudes of the 
world, a guest only at the tables of strangers ; 
to go and come, without^a soul caring whither 
or when ; and to receive no sympathy from a 
human being. Such was my case when I came 
here, and was received with a kind hpspitality 
that went to my heart. I could not for the soul 
of me resist it at first, or resign it afterwards. 
Will you forgive me for cheating you into 
friendship for one who is destined to repay it 
with bitter recollections, perhaps with some- 
thing worse?" and he shuddered with some 
gloomy anticipation that passed over his mind, 
as he added, "I shall leave you to-morrow. 
You must never witness it." 

" Witness what ?" asked Virginia, anxiously. 

" You must never see me gradually stripped 
of my mind's regaUa, the attributes of godlike 
man, one by one. To see me hate those I 
loved ; to see me sit brooding over one single 
miserable anticipation, which will grow and 
grow from hour to hour, and day to day, 
until it becomes a gigantic , spectre so horri- 
ble that reason turns away from it shuddering, 
and takes refuge in madness. To see me wan- 
dering about like a wild beast, the enemy of all 
and feared by all, imtil at last, like the wolf or 
the tiger, I am caught, ajid chained, and shut 
from the light of heaven. I will spare you 
this, Yirffinia, and depart to some place where 
no one toao^ics or cares who or what I am ; 
where, when the crisis arrives, I may howl with- 
out piercing the ear, and die without wounding 
the hearts of my friends." 
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The deep melancholy of his voice, as he dievi 
this appalling picture, touched the heart of Tir- 
firinia, and drew, tears from her eyes. Though 
her feelings towards Rainsford had been re- 
strained from giving way to the violence of 
love, they had long passed the boundaries of 
mere ordinary friendship. She certainly pre- 
ferred him far above any man she had ever 
seen, which indeed was no great compliment, 
she had seen so few. But the capricious 
changes in his conduct and temper, joined to 
the melancholy gloom which so often over- 
spread his countenance, while it excited her 
Interest, created doubts and suspicions, which 
prevented that unbounded confidence necessary 
to the very existence of love in the heart of a 
sensible and virtuous woman. 

The disclosure just made, had invested him 
with . a strange inexplicable interest, where 
piry was coupled with a kind of vague indefr 
nite fear. Sometimes as her fancy realized the 
picture he had drawn of himself in anticipa- 
tion, she would shrink from him With trembling 
apprehension; while at others when he pre- 
sented the fair redity of an amiable hjmdsome 
youth, with a mind stored with all the richness 
of past and present times ; a voice of touching 
melody ; an eye which in his happier moments 
was yet more eloquenf than his tonffue, and a 
heart that not only seemed pure and good, but 
was all hers ; then she felt that soft an* yield- 
ing influence which prompts the pure virgin to 
wfih to join her fate with some chosen one, and 
•hare his joys or sorrows in the journey through 
this world. 
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A dlonce of some minutes was at lenfi^ in- 
terrupted by the wild quaver of a screecn-owl, 
from the dark precipice on the opposite shore of 
the river. It broke on the dead silence of the 
evening with a tone so shrill, so cold, and cheer*- 
less, timt it is not to be wondered at that super- 
^ stition has connected it with its other regalia of 
^\ horrors. The favourite haunts of this invisible 
^ bird are deep woods, mouldering ruins, and 
^ churchyards. He lives among the dead, and 
i tm sunshine is the obsciuity of utter darkness. 
^- He sees when others of the cheerful denizens 
^ of the air are .blind ; he sallies out of his sepul- 
^ chre in some old hollow tree, to screech and 
f| scream his funeral warnings imder the windows 
of the startled peasant, when all the rest of the 
feathered race are enjoying their innocent 
repose ainong the whispering Reaves of the 
forest. 
The^cream was so shrill, and broke so ab- 
'; ruptly on the deathlike repose of nature, that it 
^i made Virginia, who was accustomed to the 
f sound, start from the revery into which she had 
f fallen. 

" Let us go home,'' said she. 

" A few moments. That is my music, Vir- 

S'ttia ; it is a prophetic soiija^. Don't you think 
at screech-owls see into mturity ?" 
" Certainly npt, for then they would be wiser 
than rational beings." 

<< Rational beings I what is reason but a proud 
temple built on the sands, to be overthrown by 
the first blast that whistles by ? I can under- 
sitaiid that owl as well as if h^ spoke EngUab. 
He is telling me — ^bark P 
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Another long ^hrill quaver came over the 
waters. 

" Hark ! dost thou know what he is say 
Virginia? He tells me to make thermos 
tfie present moments ; to enjoy thy dear soc 
in all its full fruition of delight ; to listen to 
music of thy voice, to hear thee breathe 
softly on the night ; to exchange with thee 
rich treasures of thy mind, for the miser 
counterfeit coin of mine, for the last, last t 
for to-morrow, nay, this night we are to par 
ever. There is truth in owls, you may dej 
upon it." 

"Let us go home," again said Virg 
rising. 

"A little longer, Virginia, for the pro 
over yonder says it is the last time, Cc 
look with me once more at this lovely wor 
Nature's cunning hand. It has a moral ; 
prophetic, too, like the owl. The pure sk] 
yonder is a mirror in which we may see ii 
view aright the reflection of our future d 
Every human being has a star there, w! 
sparkles forth his history and his fate. 
planet is the moon ; she does not shine no\ 
if to indicate my light of joy and hope wi 
extinguished tlus night. But the river, 
river, that is your true prophet. See ho^ 
waves roll quietly away! not one drop 
ever return ; and so with me. They find 1 
way into the ocean of waters, and are los 
ever ; i shall return to the ocean of the w< 
and the kindest wish that I can ever bre; 
for thee, Virginia, is, that my ^ name, my 
my very memory may be lost in oblivion.'' 
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Yirginia paused, and was silent a few mo- 
ments ; she then said, with faltering hesitation, 

"Why should you go to-morrow, or indeed 
go at all ?" 

" Have you not driven me away, Yirginia ?" 

" That was when I believed you guilty, and 
hated you." . 

"And now you pity meP said Rainsford, 
with bitterness. " You look upon me as a rare 
monster, something out of the ordinary sphere 
of mankind; and wonder at me as Uie boys 
do at a mad beggar in the streets." i 

" No, on my soul I don't, Mr. Rainsford." 1 

" Give me the proof, then," cried he, vehe- 
mently; "I love you, Virginia; I have told 
you so before. If any human being can chase 
away the fiend that haunts my reason and my 
fancy day and night, it is you. To know that 
you are interestSi in my happiness ; to know 
that I have a watchful cherub praying for and 
shielding me from fate itself by her purity and 
virtue, will, if it is not irrevocably decreed 
otherwise, redeem me from the fisite of all 
my family. Now, Virffiriia, to try thee ! darest 
thou promise, darest thou pledge the purity of 
thine immortal soul to me ; me, standing on the 
brink of a yawning gulf, and dizzy wiUi look- 
ing down upon it ; cmrest thou promise me — 
'Sdeath ! what a selfish scoundrel I am ! no, no, 
it is decreed ; I nmst go." 

"Mr. Rainsfor^" said Virginia,^ with a sad^ 
yef firm solemnity mingled with tenderness ; 
" Mr. Rainsford, I think I know what you are 
going to say ; say on, and be assured that what 
a wojxian sensiUe of her duty to her parents 

b2 
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and herself, tenderly sensible of her obligations 
to you, and of the claim you have on her grati- 
tuoe, ought to do, can ao, that will I do with 
all my heart." 

" Well then, Virginia, if it should please the 
fi;reat Giver of life and reason to spare me the 
bitter draught which all my race have drank 
and died o^if I should pass the fated period, 
and, having passed, I shall "not fear it after- 
wards — ^will you, dearest Virginia, can you con- 
sent to share my fortune with me, to become 
. the chosen blessing to repay me for all I have 
suffered in this world? Answer me, frankly 
and finally." 

" With the approbation of my parents I will," 
replied she, after a pause, and hesitatingly. 

"Ha! your father and mother! true, true, 
they must know it ; they must know all, and 
shrink from me as all others who knew my 
history, save you, have done, Virginia. I can- 
not bear to be made a spectacle, an object of 
horrible commiseration, of mingled scorn and 
pity; to have every word, and look, and action 
scanned with jealous scrutiny, and distorted 
into an indication of approaching alienation of 
mind. No, no, dearest Virginia, to you the only 
depository of my secret ; do not be kind by 
halves ; ^ive all or nothing." 

Virginia hesitated ; but, moved at length by 
his forlorn and hapless state, she promised not 
to betray the confidence of that evening. 

" A thousand thanks, dearest, most beneficent 
Virginia. I shall now have something to li"» 
for, and, instead of for ever brooding over ' 
dark vista of the fiiture, which hitherto has ] 
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sented to me nothing but spectres of honori 
look forward to the hope that, under the gwA- 
ance of an angel, and shielded by her wings, I 
may yet live to taste that happiness which has 
been an alien to my heart ever since the dread- 
ful conviction was implanted in it, that I should 
go the way of all that I loved or that ever loved 
me." 
" May the gracious Providence ordain it so.^ 
" Virginia,*' resumed he, with a solemn ear- 
nestness, " Virginia, permit me here to seal tih» 
compact on the sacred purity of thy balmy lips, 
the first and the last time, unless the new vision 
that has just dawned upon me should be real- 
ized. For here I solemnly swear, in presence 
of all those silent witnesses that sparkle yoncfer, 
never to take, never to ask of you any one of 
those sweet condescensions which virtuous deli- 
cacy may )>lamelessly bestow on true affection, 
until I can claim, and you can grant with a 
perfect confidence, that last and s^reatest bless- 
ing of possessing you. My spotless, pure Vir- 
ginia shall never run the risk of having her fu- 
ture life poisoned by the recollection of the 
endearments of one who some day inay be 
clanking his chains in a dungeon. Come, thou 
dear one ; the first, and perhaps the last.** 

The maiden yielded a modest compliance, 
and one kiss, one embrace was given and re- 
ceived in silence; one kiss and one embrace 
sealed the commimion of weal and wo. They 
returned together, and Virginia was at once 
reminded oi the rashness of the promise of 
secrecy she had just made by the inquiring 
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looks of her mother, and the cool salutatio 
Colonel Dangerfield. She longed to tl 
herself on the maternal bosom, and disclos 
that had passed. 
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CHAPTER in. 

A hdf'Confidenee is worse than none., which is not the 
ease with half a loaf of bread. 

Much of the succeeding night was passed by 
Virginia in wakeful anxiety. She did not regret 
the engagement just entered into, but it weighed 
heavily on her heart. There was a fearful re- 
sponsibility attending it, a risk so much ^eater 
than even that which ever accompanies th« 
surrender of our happiness to the keeping of 
another, that she almost shuddered when it pre- 
sented itself in the solitude of reflection and 
darkness. Yet there was something^ of touch- 
ing and exquisite tenderness in the idea of 
Watching over the welfare of one so circum- 
stanced as Rainsford ; a thrilling gratification 
in the hope that he might yet, under her gentle 
pilotage, steer clear or the rock on whidi his 
family had all been wrecked, one after the 
other. She resolved to watch over him, as a 
mother over a sickly child ; to devote herself 
SIS far as might be, to his amusement ; and to 
lure him, if possible, from his bitter customary 
^ntemplations, by holding up a glass which 
should reflect the future m feirer and more 
alluring colours. , 

When she met the family in the morning, the 
colonel saluted her, as usual, with a kiss, but 
liot precisely such a kiss as she had been ac« 
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customed to receive ; and Mrs. Dangerfield dis- 
covered, in the timid consciousness with which 
Virginia poured out the tea, that she had some- 
thing on her mind she did not diare to disclose. 
"But she will tell it the first opportunity," 
thought the good mother ; " for she has never 
yet had any secrets from me." Virginia, how- 
ever, did not tell her the first opportunity, and 
her maternal anxiety was awakened to.a watch- 
fulness she never thought necessary before. 

Rainsford now visited more frequently, and 
it was plain to Virginia that the hope which 
animated him had a most favourable influence 
on his mind and spirits. He indulged himself 
in occasional humorous sedlies, displayed vari- 
ous indications of gentlemanly accomplish- 
ments, which hitherto he had not the heart to 
draw forth, and sometimes spread his wings in 
such almost fearful flights of fancy, that he 
seemed to be just hovering over the confines of 
rational perception. She shuddered,she thrilledj 
and she admired ; but it was with that feeling 
with which we behold the seaboy toppling high 
on the topgallant-mast in a tempest, or the gam- 
bols of a thoughtless cliild on the verge of a 
precipice. In a little time, however, the per- 
petued watchfiilness she practised gradually pro- 
duced a feeling in the tender and virtuous heart 
of Virginia, which partook almost equally of the 
warmth of a mistress, the untiring, sleepless, 
holy, guardian care of a mother. It could 
hardly be called love that she felt ; there was 
too ereat an infusion of anxiety, of care ; too 
mucn of solemnity to admit of the buoyant 
bubbles which float on the surface, of the sweet- 
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est draught of human bliss, when love and hope 
form its only ingredients. 

The colonel and Mrs. Dangerfield could not 
bat notice what was passing ; and though the 
lupervision of parents over their children, more 
especially their daughters, is not so rigid and 
watchful in this country, nor, happily for us, 
so necessary, as in many ethers, stUI the former 
could not refrain from occasional hints, nay, sur- 
mises, about young ladies having their own se- 
crets, and being too wise to consult their parents 
on the most important occasions of their lives. 
The mother said nothing ; but in the language 
of the most beautiful, the most natural, and the 
most affecting of all ballads ever written, Vir- 
ginia might have said, as she felt, — 

" She look'd in my face, till I thought my heart would break.'* 

The situation of the daughter became every 
day more and more painful, and she at length 
threw herself on the generosity of Rainsford, to 
be relieved from her obligation of secrecy. 

" I cannot live in this way much longer. I 
have never before had a secret from iny parents, 
and the thought of living every day m their 
sight, sharing their affections, receiving their 
bounty, and having that in my heart which I 
dare not, or at least am not permitted, to dis- 
close, sickens me of my life. I cannot look 
them in the face without a consciousness that 
rinks my eyes to the ground, and they know it. 
I can disclose our engagement without — ^with- 
out betraying your — ^the reasons for postponing 
—I — I — ^you know what I wish to say, though 
I cannot say it." 

b3 
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Baiiisford struggled with his feehngs for a 
while, and then answered, — 

" Virginia, I will not be the cause of more 
suffering to your gentle spirit than miist be the 
inevitable result of our engagement, for a time 
at least, until — ^until my Site is decided. But 
consider, dearest girl, that unless you tell all, 
you will still have a secret — and such a secret !" 

" Yes, but my heart will be reheved from its 
heaviest burthen, a wilful, unnecessary denial 
of confidence. Cannot I tell my secret without 
exposing yours T 

Affain Rainsford struggled with his insuper- 
able norror of disclosing, or consenting to any 
measure that might possibly lead to a disclosure 
of his family history. But the generosity of 
his nature ai length overcame the selfish feel- 
ing, and he consented that she should tell all. 
and in her own way. "But," added he, " I fore- 
see that it will lead to our everlasting separa- 
tion." 

Virginia sought her mother, sat down to her 
sewmg, made sad work of it, pricked her finger, 
and screaifted a little, as young ladies are wont 

" What is the matter ?" asked the old lady, 
pushing her spectacles up on her forehead. 

" My dear mother, I have a secret to tell you. 
O dear, how I have pricked my finger !" 

« Is that your great secret, Virginia ?" 

« No, indeed, mother ; but— but what do yott 
tliink of Mr. Rainsford? Dear me, how my 
finger bleeds !" 

" V«iy, I think Mr. Rainsford is in love wiA 
Virginia Dangerfield, and that she is not much 
behindhand with him." 
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"Lord, mother, how can yon talk so> Bnt 
what a fool I am !" She approached her mother, 
threw her arms about her neck, kissed her, and 
wept. But soon drying her tears, she began, 
with the dignified fimmess of a virtuous maid, 
conscious that in disclosing the inmost secrets 
of her soul she had no occasion to blush or be 
ashamed. Frankly and fairly she told her en- 
ga^ment ; but at the same time, beinff deter- 
mined not to betray the history confided to her 
by Rainsford, unless it should become absolutely 
necessary to her peace of mind, she merely 
stated that their imion was not to take place 
until the expiration of a certain period, and not 
then without the entire approbation of her pa- 
rents. 

"A certain period ! and how long first. Vir- 
ginia ?'' 

" Why, that — ^that depends on circumstances 
beyond Mi\ Bainsford's control at present." 

"And what are they, my daughter?" 

" I cannot disclose them, dear madam, as yet." 

"You say — that is, he says, he is wealthy, 
of age, his own master ; why should he wish to 
delay his marriage to an indefinite period ?" 

" That is a secret." 

" I don't like secrets, my dear, nor postpone- 
ments, without some ^ood, sufficient, avowed 
feasons. I have no objection to Mr. Kainsford ; 
indeed, since the obligation he conferred upon 
us all, I have wished that he might like you, 
and you him. But I cannot help thinking his 
conduct somewhat singular. Do ymi know his 
reasons, Virginia ?" 

«Ido." , 
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" And you dare not disclose them ? Perhaps 
he will not permit you ?" 

" He has consented, if it should be absolutely 
necessary. But I — I confess, my dear mother, 
I had rather, and so would he, that they should 
be secret for a time. One day you shall know 
all. Either I will tell you, or — or circumstances 
will disclose it." And she sighed at the possi- 
bility that the latter might come to pass. 

lbs. Dangerfield shook her head. 

" Virginia, I dislike the whole course of your 
wooing. Deceit is too often at the bottom of 
mystery. I cannot help suspecting that ha 
is playing on the simplicity of your charac- 
ter, if not betraying the tenderness of your 
affections." 

" Oh ! no, indeed, mother ; if you only knew 
all you would pity him, as I do." And she call 
herself on the mother's bosom, and sobbed as 
if her heart would break *the while. 

" Forgive me, dear mother !" 

" I do forgive you, Virginia ; but your father 
must know all this ; and now I think of it, he 
has not for a long time past appeared to treat 
Mr. Rainsford as a man like him seems to havo 
a riffht to be treated by one on whom he has 
conferred so great an obligation. Have you 
any objection I should tell him ?" 

" None ; I wished you to do so ; and I should 
have told you all that you now know some time 
af 0, but that Mr. Rainsford exacted a promise 
of secrecy, from which he only just now released 
me." 

' " Affain, another secret !" exclaimed Mrs. Dan* 
gerfiem, and she remained musing for some 
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noments. "But yonder comes your father; 
vve shall see what he thinks of all this. Had 
you rather remain or retire while we talk over 
the subject ?" 

" I think I'd better ^tire-." Virginia went to- 
wards the door, but returned, and, taking her 
mother's hand, looked up in her face with a 
bewitching, l^esceching eye. " You are not an- 
gTy with mc, dear mother ?*' 

" No, indeed I am not, Virginia." She kissed 
Ker affectionately, and they separated. 

The colonel received the communications of 
Mrs. DangerfieldAvith rather a bad grace. There 
kVas something mysterious about Rainsford. He 
lad come among them without letters; and 
hongli the hospitable habits of Kentucky ren- 
lered them quite unnecessary in ordinary cases, 
itill he must know more of him before he con- 
lented to give him his daughter. It was tnie 
16 had saved her life, and that entailed upon 
hem everlasting gratitude ; but still this was 
lot a sufficient giiarantee to his fortune and 
haracter. His professed object in coming here 
vas to purchase and settle ,• yet he seemed to 
lavc neither inclination, nor habits, nor any 
hing else necessary to the success of such a 
)Ian ; nay, he appeared to have almost forgot- 
en that he ever entertained it. Besides, from 
omethmg he had learned a good while ago 
f Zeno Paddock, he could not help sometimes 
ntertaining a vague suspicion, which, were it 
ot for the imspcakablc benefit he had conferred 
n them all, would have caused him, Colonel 
)aiigerfield, to institute an inquiry, wliich, if 
ot properly answered, would have led to a 

4 
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cessation of all further intercourse, if to noth 
more. He did not feel himself at liberty 
state what Zeno had told him. In the f 
place, it might not be true, for the man ^ 
a great busybody, ^nd did not always t 
gospel ; and in the secorifi place, if true, it o 
amounted to a surmise rather than an absol 
ground of suspicion. 

" I must know more of this mysterious yoi 
man, whom, however, I can't help liking for 
intelligence and amiable qualities, independer 
of the obligations of gratitude. My friends 
is, and my purse would be, at his service if 
required it ; but he has a command of la 
funds, I know ; yet, when it comes to giv 
away my only daughter, it is another afi 
and requires every decree of rational circi 
spection. I shall not fail to take advantage 
the first opportunity that presents itself to 
him some questions about himself and 
family, which I have never done before, beca 
I don't think it becoming in. a gentleman b 
in Old Vir^nia, and residing in Kentucky 
be inquisitive about a ^est. It looks as if 
was not welcome for hunself alone, as a felk 
creature, as a mere man. But this is anot 
affair. I have sufficient confidence in Yirgi 
not to forbid their intercourse or break tl: 
engagement ; but the marriage shall never ti 
place with my consent till I know who ] 
Kamsford is, whence he comes, what is his fc 
ily, and, above all, what is his character, 
the mean time I shall have an eye upon h 
though I confess it goes to my conscience 
suspect a man for au instant without telli 
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him so to his face, and giving him an opportu* 
nity of vindicating himself." 

The reader willperhaps observe a change in 
the character and style of Colonel Dangemeld 
when he compares his conversation and con- 
duct with certain dialogues and incidents re- 
corded in the commencement of our story. It 
is even so. Change of situation, duties, and 
modes of life do not make less impression on 
the mind than they do on the body. From the 
moment the colonel parted with his estate, his 
neighbours, and above all with Barebones, and 
dashed into the wilderness, his character re- 
sumed that native sagacity and vigour which 
wealth, indulgence, and, above all, idleness, 
had lulled to sleep with their syren lulla- 
bies. * His mind rose with the exigences of the 
occasion ; and whether as a soldier braving the 
dangers and toils of a forest war, a magistrate 
ruling the wild region around him more by the 
force of his personal authority than that of the . 
laws, a father instructing or providing for the 
wants of his children, or a husband fulfilling 
the duties of a household divinity, he was 
equally an example. His old friends on the 
borders t)f James River would hardly have 
known him now ; and we ourselves, intimate 
as we were with this worthy gentleman, cannot 
help sometimes almost doubtmg his identity. 



40^ TTEfiTttrARD HO I 



CHAPTER IV. 

Showing how Mrs. Judith Paddock was almost frighu 

ened out of her tints, 

Virginia took the earliest opportunity of dis- 
closing to Rainsford the particulars of the inter- 
view with her mother, and he expressed his 
grateful sense of her delicacy in withholding 
the secret which it had been the great object of 
his existence to preserve. But he foresaw, and 
he told her so, the painful situation in which he 
had placed her, and at times lamented that she 
had not made a full disclosure. From this pe- 
riod heimagined himself an object of jealous sus- 
picion, and perverted every look, and word, and 
action of the colonel and Mrs. Dangerfield ac- 
cordingly. Perhaps he was right ; for though 
they preserved towai^ds him all tlie appearance 
of outward courtesy, they could not divest them- 
selves of that awkward embarrassment which 
is ever the product of the absence of confidence 
in those with whom we associate. 

A few days had passed* when, an opportunity 
presenting itself, Colonel Dangerfield took occa- 
sion to introduce the subject of the engagement 
which subsisted between Rainsford and Vir- 
ginia. 

"I will acknowledge, Mr. Rainsford, that all 
I have seen of you since you came to this part 
of the country has contributed to give me a. fa- 
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vourahle opinion of your talents and character, 
independently of the obligation you have con- 
ferred on me and mine. In other circumstances, 
and as an ordinary acquaintance, I should rest 
satisfied ; but the relation in which you now 
stand towards my family makes it necessary 
that I should know more of you. You will 
therefore, I trust, not think me impertinent or 
curious if I no\^aitake the liberty of asking a 
few questions." 

Though in general Rainsford was highly 
nervous and sensitive, there were occasions 
when he would rally himself into a lofty feeling 
of firmness and decision. In the latter spint 
he replied, — 

" Colonel Dangerfield; you certainly have a 
right to ask any questions you think necessary. 
I am sure they will be only such as your situa- 
tion and mine render it proper for one gentle- 
man to ask another. But I must tell you be- 
forehand, there are questions which, as yet, I 
cannot, I do not feel disposed to answer." 

"Very well ; frankly, then, where have you 
generally resided before you came hither 7" ' 

" I canftot — I had rather be excused answer- 
ing that question." " 

"Indeed! well, sir, may I ask the situation, 
circumstances, and character of your family?" 
" I am the last of my family," said Rainsford, 
with a shudder. 

" That is somewhat remarkable. I scarcely 
ever met a hmnan being so utterly desolate as 
to be without relatives. You must have been 
very unfortunate. Are you a native of thifj 
country?" 
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"I am. I have some distant relatives, but 
have never associated or had any interchange 
of kindness with them." • 

" And you decUne giving any informa- 
tion on the subject of your family or for- 
tune V 

" My family — so far I will say — ^my family 
is respectable ; and as to wealth, I have more 
than I shall ever have occs^i* for. The proofs 
I can produce at any time." 

" I am not very solicitous on that point. But 
yoti must be aware, Mr. Rainsford, that I cannot 
give my only daughter away to a man who 
not only refuses to explain who he is, but 
chooses himself to propose delays, for which, 
though he has given her sufficient reasons, he 
does not condescend to explain to my satisfac- 
tion." 

" Is not this very proposal of delay a proof 
that I mean neither to wrong or deceive either 
her or you ? Did I intend this, I should hasten 
the completion of that happiness which I some- 
times hope I may yet enjoy. Swindlers and 
villains fear nothing so much as time, which 
sooner or later lays open all secrets." 

"True, that is assuredly true," replied the 
colonel, musings ; " but still, Mr. Rainsford— I 
will be plain with you — ^still you must confess, 
if you know any thing of the world and of the 
intercourse of mankind, that the man who de- 
clines giving a reasonable solution to any course 
of conduct which is not within the sphere of 
ordinary mi5tives and principles, justly lays 
himself open to a suspicion that his motives 
will not l^ar examination, It is not without 
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good reason that the great mass of mankind 
confound mystery with guilt." 

"But, Colonel Dangerfield, may not there be 
misfortimes of such a peculiar and painful 
nature, that a sensitive being will shrink from 
disclosing them, as he would from the acknow- 
ledgment of a crime ?" 

" Certai^ily ; but these instances are so rare, 
that no man has a right to complain if the 
world transforms this feehng of sore deUcacy 
into the consciousness of guilt." 

" Yes, I know that but too well.^' 

" But, sir, to bring this home to ourselves : as 
strangers, we are not entitled to ask of you any 
disclosure that might be painfiil ; as mere ordi- 
nary acquaintances, we would not wish it : but 
as the parents of a virtuous and, I must say, 
beautiful young woman, who has somewhat 
hastily intrusted her prospects of happiness to 
your fiitute decision, I now inform you, once 
for all, that before the afiair goes any further, 
we must and we will know who and what you 
are." 

"I will tell you, in one word, a wretch ; but 
not a guilty one. Colonel Dangerfield, do not 
take from me the hope of one day, if it please 
Heaven to spare me, callirfg Virginia mine. If 
you knew all, you would pity, perhaps you 
Would shrink from me ; it is that I fear, it is 
that which makes me shudder at the thought 
of laying open the sources of my conduct, the 
apparent mystery in which 'I have wrapped 
niyself from all save Virginia. She had a right 
to know, and she does know it all." 

^ Some stale romantic story, I suppose," said 
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the other, contemptuously ; " some tale c 
wicked indulgence, wrapped in the simulate 
language of the day, when a violation of th 
obhgations of justice is called imprudence, an 
guilt softened down into misfortune. Som 
pretty device to steal away the pity of a tende 
inexperienced girl." 

" Would to Heaven it were ! No, sir ; yo 
wrong me, on my soul you do. But let us en 
this painful interview. Colonel Dangerfield 
continued he, with deep solemnity, "do yo 
t)elieve in oaths ; in appeals to the Being wh 
is all truth, all justice ? If so, hear me assur 
you, as I hope for happiness hereafter, if m 
here ; as I am a being possessing an immort? 
soul, which I here pledge to everlasting perd 
tion if I say not the truth ; hear me swear 1 
you, that it is misfortime, and not guilt, whic 
urges me to keep from you for a time the rei 
sons for my conduct towards you and your 
They may be weak, imfoimded, childish pe: 
haps ; they may be a part of my mal — bi 
such as they are, I cannot overcome them juj 
now. Yet before the throne of the great Got 
ernor of the universe, I here pledge mysel 
that ere another year has passed away, yo 
shall know all, and *that in the mean time th 
confidence you have bestowed upon me sha 
not be abused. Dare you trust me thus far' 

" It is asking almost too much, sir ; but whe 
I call to mina that but for you I should ha^ 
had no daughter, I caimot but confess that yo 
are entitled to some little confidence." He r 
fleeted a few moments, and resumed, — " I wi 
trust you; though even you yourself littl 
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know at what a risk o( one day being pointed 
at as the most rash and imprudent of fathers. 
I agree to your terms ; in less^ than a year, you 
say?" 

"hi less than a year. Oh ! sir," and he took 
the hand of Colonel Dangerfield, and pressed 
it; "Oh! sir, you cannot know my gratitude 
for this confidence ; and — and Heaven gram 
you may never live to repent it !" 

They separated, the colonel musing on this 
last wish, which sounded somewhat equivocal, 
and Rainsford bending his way to the domicil 
of Master Zeno Paddock, where sat Mrs. Judith 
in an ague, a very agony of curiosity. She 
had a sort of instinctive feeling that something 
had happened, that something would happen, 
that something vrdi's going on which she did 
not exactly comprehend, and she forthwith 
lashed herself, as it were, in nautical phrase, 
yardarm and yardarm, alongside of Rainsford, 
determined to sink him outright, if he did not 
surrender his secret. But alas ! all her manoeu- 
vres for- boarding failed. Rainsford was so 
deeply immersed m his own anxious and pain- 
ful feelings, that he answered her like Hotspur, 
'•neglectmgly, he knew not what," and unin- 
tentionally perplexed her beyond all womanly 
endurance. 

"I thought I saw you coming out of the 
colonel's just now; didn't I, Mr. Rainsford?" 

He looked in her face with a blank vacuity, 
suid repUed to his own thoughts, 

"One year more — ^yes — ^hum— and all will 
be known." 

Mrs. Judith could make nothing of this. 
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" O yes, as you say, one year more, and then 
-we shall all be a year older." Mrs. Judith 



did not know exactly what to say, and, as usual 
in such like cases, talked nonsense. 

" Perhaps not — ^perhaps after all it may not 
come to pass." < 

" Not come to pass that we shall be a year i 
older next year !" screamed Mrs. Paddock, and f 
the scream brought him to his recollection for ■' 
a moment. 

"We may be dead, you know," said he. , 
smiling. ^ 

"Ah, that's true ; that's clever ; hah, hah ! I '•. 
declare you make me laugh, Mr. Rainsford." {' 

"And yet," said Rainsford, relapsing, "it ? 
may be — ^hum — ^um — ^um." i 

" What did you say, sir ?" -^ 

" All — ^yes — all my poor brothers went that I 
way — and within a few months of the same \ 
age — ^um — ^u — ^u — ^m." 

"Ah ! yes sir, this is a scan — I mean a mise- 
rable world ; we may die, or be robbed, or 
ose all we have in the world, and our wits into 
the bargain, before — ^" 

"What do you say about losing my wits, 
woman?" cried Rainsford, starting up fiiriously, 
and glaring at her as if he had seen a ghost. 

Mrs. Judith fled out of the room like a timid 
fawn, and, throwing her handkerchief over it 
to protect the head of Holofemes from the sun, 
" made tracks," as Bushfield would say, in a 
straight line over to the temporary residence of 
Colonel bangerfield, where the first person she 
encountered was Virginia. 
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" 0, Miss Phiginny ! Miss Phiginny ! such 
a accident has happened to Mr. Kainsford.'' 

"What accident? tell me, Mrs. Paddock j 
nick, quick !" 

" O, what a miserable world is this ! 0, Miss 
higinny !" 

"For heaven's sake tell me," cried the young 
idy, " what, what has happened to Mr. Rains- 
>rd?" and she trembled and grew as pale as 
Jhes. 

" O ! — O ! — O, I declare I'm so frightened, 
id so out of breath, — O, who'd have thought 
, poor young man !" 

" What ? what?" cried Virginia, in agony. 

"Why, he's run distracted, as sure — " 
Here Mrs. Judith was arrested in her speech ; 
irginia uttered one scream, and fell as if dead 
1 the greensward of the little enclosure in 
le rear of the house, where she had been sit- 
ag under the shade of a spreading tree, Mrs. 
>angerfield heard the scream, and ran out to 
je the cause. She found Virginia lying sense- 
S8y and Mrs. Judith wringing her hands, and 
ying out against this miserable world, almost, 
ay, quite unconscious of what she was saying. 
Aer some time and care, the young maiden 
ibovered sufficiently to utter a few rambling 
icoherent words. 

"So soon — ^it was not to have come yet. 
to, poor Rainsford, and poor Virginia." 

Then seeing Mrs. Paddock, she raised her- 
3lf up, and asked, 

"Are you sure, quite.sure?" 

"Why I can't altogetfxer say that he has lost 

Uhis wits but he tmk^das if, Jfcie did not know 
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what he tvas saying, and looked at me as if he 
didn^t know me from Adam ; and then he called 
me woman, as if he meant d — 1. But as I live, 
here he comes ; who'd have thought it ?" 

At this moment Rainsford looked over the 
little paling, and invited Virginia to walk with 
him to the river-side. Mrs. Dangerfield would 
have opposed it, but Virginia insisted she was 
quite recovered, and displayed so much impa- I 
tience of contradiction, that the kind mother ? 
acquiesced. j 

" My dear Virginia," thought she, " you are ' 
not what you used to be." 

They walked a long while over the smooth ( 
meadows that skirted the river, and under the f 
spreading' elms and lofty sycamore-trees that ■ 
here and there overshadowed the carpets of 
flowers, now putting forth their many-tinted 
products of the spring. Rainsford inquired 
the cause of her temporary indisposition, to 
which he had heard her mother allude ; but 
she evaded the subject, fearful of giving him 
pain, and by so doing inflicted perhaps a 
greater. At length, urged beyond her will to 
resist, she disclosed the whole of Mi's. Judittfs 
conmiunication. He shrunk with bitter aijd 
mortified feelings. 

" Yes, every one sees it coming ; every one 
will loiow it soon, and fly from me as they did 
from my poor father and brothers ; as this 
foolish woman did from me. Art thaii not 
afraid of me, Virginia ?" 

" Afraid of you !" aud she gave him a look 
so innp/oent and confiding, that he once more 
rerived to a perception of happiness. They 
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suffered their anticipations to pass the critical 
period which it was supposed would decide the 
colour of their future days. 

" If," said he, " as now I sometimes hope it 
will be, — if all goes well with me, till the dark 
line of my fate is safely crossed, shall we not 
be happy, Virginia? I am sure we shall ; for 
art thou not all beauty, and purity, and intelli- 
gence ; and shall not I be the greatest brute 
that ever abused the generous reliance of wo- 
man, to repay such a confidence as was never 
yet reposed in man, with any thing but 
lovcy reverence, devotion, adoration 7 Yes, 
yes ! in the words of the poet of tenderness 
itself, 

< We'll live together like two wanton vines, 
Circling our souls and loves in one another ; 
We'll spring together, and we'll bear one firuit ; 
One joy sh Jl make us smile, and one grief mourn ; 
One age go with us, and one hour of death 
Shall close our eyes, and one grave make us happy.' " 

They sat on the same mossy rock, and the 
same hallowed, silence of nature breathed 
arotod, as when he had told his sad history, 
and disclosed his melancholy love. The time, 
the occasion, and all the still sublimity of na- 
ture, were calculated to call forth the most lofty 
as well as tender associations. 

" At such a time the soul oft walks abroad, 
For silence is the energy of God V* 

The peevish and evanescent excitements of 
noise and motion, the petty feelings awakened 
by the glittering pageantry of worldly pomps, 

VOL. II. — c 5 
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fede into insiffiiificance compared with the holy 
inspiration of a scene like this. The imagina- 
tion becomes swelled by those kindred concep- 
tions which the vast concave arch above, the 
various and magnificent world lying basking 
all around, awaken; and nothing selfish, or 
mean, or wicked can enter a weU-constituted 
nund, while contemplating the glorious works 
of a Being all purity, grandeur, and benefi- 
cence. 

The mind of Rainsford seemed to take wing 
to the highest heaven, and to revel in the most 
glorious perceptions. With the mingled feel- 
ing of poetry and philosophy, of love and devo- 
tion, he expatiated on the beauty of nature, the 
chaste delights of virtuous aflfection, the labours 
and triumphs of well-aimed genius, and the 
crowning gift of immortality bestowed upon it 
here ana hereafter. Virginia sat beside him, 
leaning forward with downward face ; her eye 
raised to his in mingled admiration of his lony 
flights, and fear lest he should overleap the 
slippery pinnacle of reason, and topple down 
headlong on the other side. She trembled at 
the dizzy height to which he sometimes soared, 
and her fearfill anticipations pictured him as 
just shivering on the verge of the almost im- 
perceptible line, the very hairbreadth space 
which, in the sensitive empire of the brain, 
separates the fruitfiil region where the elements 
act in sweet accord and all is imiversal har- 
mony, from that of chaos, where nothing but 
shapeless monsters and jarring atoms abide. 

A feeling of exquisitely moumfiil tenderness 
cattle over her soul, and the tears flowed down 
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her cheeks a^i she gazed on his face, which was 
become pale with the labours of the mind. He 
observed her, and suddenly stopping his career 
among the regions of the upper world, softly- 
asked, — 

" What ails thee, Virginia ? Do not be fright- 
ened ; I am not gone yet, whatever I may be, 
or whatever Mrs. Judith may say. For the 
first time since I began to Uve only in the bit- 
terness of anticipated wretchedness, for the first 
time I have this eveninff suffered myself to hope 
for better things, and me new guest has made 
me almost giddy with delight. Yes, we shall 
yet be blessed together." 

At that moment the same shrill, cold quaver 
they had heard on a former occasion thrilled 
across the purple waters. 

" Let us go home," said Virginia ; and they 
returned wimout exchanging another word 

c2 
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CHAPTER v; 

Showing how a pocket-handkerchief may be fatal to 
other persons besides poor Desdemona, 

Mrs. Judith Paddock, the mirror of village 
gossips, went home with a bee in her bonnet, 
which buzzed at such a tremendous rate that 
she was nearly deprived of her wits. That 
there was some "mystery and grand" she 
was convinced ; something between her lodger 
and Miss Dangerfield, which she could not 
fathom with the full-len^h line of her curiosity ; 
and this being one of the few secrets that had 
ever eluded her sagacity, she was only the more 
fervently stimulated to get at it by some means 
or other. She went cackling about the village 
like unto a v^ierable old hen which has lost 
its last chicken, uttering mysterious innuendoes, 
and throwing out random hints, which set the 
ears of her sister spirits buzzing almost equal 
to her own. The spinning-wheels stood stock 
still ; the pots and kettles boiled over ; the pant- 
ing labourer, when he came home to dinner, 
found it overdone, or not done at all ; and the 
pussy-cats skimmed the cream of the milkpans 
with perfect impunity. Such are the dire con- 
sequences of a secret in a country village ! 

Two other important events took place dur- 
ing this remarkable spring, this annus mirafn- 
lis: — Colonel Dangerfield commencing rebuild- 
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ingf his house on a great scalQ ; and Master 
^Zeno Paddock, haviDg appointed a regent to 
preside over his'classi^ academy, departed for 
the purpose of preparing the wherewithal to 
commence his Daily. No marvel every thing 
but talking and wondering was at a stand in 
Dangerfieldville. 

In the mean time, the watchfiil tenderness 
of the mother became every day more and 
more excited by the situation of herniaughter, 
and the conduct of Rainsford, whose mind 
gradually resumed its vicissitudes of deep 
repression and causeless exaltation. A mere 
trifle will change the tone of such a mind as 
liis, and bring it back again to its wonted course, 
with a reaction which gives new vigour to for- 
mer impressions. The tolling of a bell, the 
whooping of an owl, the song of the whippoor- 
will, heard of an evening or at midni^^Iit in the 
solitude and silence of the country, will, to some 
minds, and in particular circumstances, bring 
a train of melancholy forebodings that strike 
hard upon the chord which is most apt to vibrate 
to presentiments and ideal terrors. 

The whole course of Rainsford's life had pre- 
disposed him to melancholy and superstition ; 
fcr years he had brooded over one single idea, 
on which every thing he heard, or saw, or felt 
bore with a force more or less painful or pro- 
phetic ; and the same shrill, mensicing warning, 
which time and the belief of a large portion of 
lUankind have consecrated to evil omen, occur- 
ring twice, imder almostthe same circumstances, 
and on the same spot, at once demriished the 
temporary fabric which a new-bom hope had 
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reared to his ^ture happiness. In fact, the re^ 
laxed state of his mind could not support th€ 
tension it had undergone, and the momentary 
perception of bliss, like a stimulating medicine 
administered to worn-out nature, only con- 
tributed to increase his ultimate depression. 
Impelled by that fatality which so generally 
attends on minds of his cast, instead of 
using every effort to withdraw from the con- 
tem^ation of the painful idea which almost 
ever occupied his thoughts, he commissioned 
Zeno Paddock to procure him certain mis- 
chievous books treating of the causes, symp- 
toms, and remedies of the malady which had 
so long haunted his imagination. When that 
worthy returned, as he did after an absence 
of a month, Rainsford might be seen poring 
with intense and harassing interest over their 
pages, where, as might be expected, he found 
enough to strengthen his habitual convictions; 
for it is only in extremes that the madman dif- 
fers from the sage. 

Poor Virginia now felt the truth of the uni- 
versal maxim, that every thing, even the most 
indifferent in itself, brings to the apprehensive 
affections more or less cause to believe what "we 
fear as well as what we hope. Every little 
eccentricity, every burst of feeling, every flight 
of fancy, which, but for her precUsposition to 
apprehend the worist would have amused or 
delighted her, now carried with it a cold chill 
of apprehension, and kept her for ever on the 
rack of fear. This painful state, while it wor- 
ried her to the very soul, gradually increased 
her interest in this intelligent, amiable being, 
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and she watched him with mgre than a mo- 
ther's anxidty as the period approached which 
he looked forward to as the crisis of his 
late. 
H The election of members of the State assem- 
1- bly was now approaching, and Leonard Dan- 
,T. gerfield, having received the last fine edge of 
the law at the capital, was expected home ere 
long to canvass for the honours of a seat. It 
J therefore behooved Master Zeno to bestir him- 
(| self, and get his Daily in order to support the 
claims of the yoimg gentleman against the op- 
posite candidate, who had already taken the 
field. The greatest, certainly, and in all proba- 
bility the happiest, man in all Kentucky was 
&no on the morning in^ which the first num- 
j ber of the " Western Sun" shone in the villas 
: of Dangerfieldville. His importance, not only m 
C his own eyes, but the eyes of his fellow-citizens, 
was increased at least five hundredfold; that 
being about the number of readers to whom his 
opimons fi'om that time forward were destined 
to be little less than gospel. He began by mod- 
estly regulating the affairs of the general gov- 
ernment ; professed his determination to judge 
fcr himself, and decide according to the dictates 
of conscience ; let fly a tremendous shot at the 
i editor of the Eastern Star for differing with him 
I in opinion; and concluded by criticising an al- 
j manac, which, being the only book ever pub- 
^ lished previous to that time in the village of 
Dangerfieldville, was entitled to special notice. 
We should not like to have been in the shoes 
of the unlucky philomath who compiled it ; for 
it was a new court-party almanac, and Zeno bo- 
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longed to the opposite side. He according! 
cut it up tembly, and for ever destroyed ii 
reputation among the people, by proving that ; 
had already rained six times when the autho 
had pronounced the weather would be cleai 
Having demoUshed this caitiff, he strutted abou 
famously, and began seriously to contemplat 
upsetting the " new court party." 

In a httle time a dreadful war raged betweei 
the Western Sun and the Eastern Star, insc 
much that, had they only been nearer to ead 
other, there is little doubt but that they wouli 
have been a great deal more civil. The villag 
of Dangerfieldville had heretofore been a quid 
peaceable village, disturbed only by the inces 
sant cackle of Mrs. Judith ; but now, since tli 
sceptre of public opinion was seized by tlie gres 
Zeno, his wife waned into comparative insij 
nificance. The torch of discord was waved b 
a greater than she, and in the course of a fei 
weeks two duels and six rencounters took plac 
in various parts of the neighbouring countr 
all of which might be traced to the agency c 
the " Western Sun." It was generally thougl 
that Zeno and he of the Eastern Star woul 
certainly have measured pistols, if they had m 
been providentially separated by a great fores 
It was whispered, however, that the former ha 
scruples, in so far that though he didn't mil 
giving offence, it ran against his conscience i 
make atonement or give satisfaction. In trutl 
he was a right moral man, whatever the Eastei 
Star might aver to the contrary. 

He was getting to be cock of the wood whc 
Leonard Dangerfield returned home, a mo 
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proper man as was ever raised fti the regions 
of the west, so fruitful in fine specimens of the 
human species. He was about six feet high, 
and as straight as an arrow ; his limbs were of 
the finest proportions, such as are not common 
elsewhere among men so much beyond the 
isual size ; and ne had the same perfect com- 
nand of them as a young spirited blood-horse 
las of his. His features, Tike his carriage, were 
iold, manly, and indicative of a perfect self- 
onfidence ; and his eyes, though of blue, had 
ather too much of that daring expression which 
I one of the characteristics of perfect flreedom. 
Ls a physical being, a mere animal man, he did 
onour to the rich soil and pure air in which, 
timigh not produced, he had grown up ana 
ourished ; for there was an admirable expres- 
ion of strength and activity in his form and 
imbs, without the least approach to what is 
.ptly and expressively called clumsy. Nor did 
lis mind lack fellowship with his body, for he 
>ossessed courage, energy, decision, enterprise, 
md sagacity. Add to this, like almost all the 
gentlemen we have ever seen from this portion 
rf the United States, he possessed a natural elo- 
quence, a flow of words and ideas which perhaps 
originate in the fact that every young man in the 
west looks forward to political life and political 
distinctions, which can very rarely be obtsdned 
without a command of that great weapon which 
in a fi-ee country wins its way more certainly 
than the sword. 

The people of the United States have been 
occasionally ridiculed for the warmth and eager- 
ness with which they participate in elections 
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and other political contests of less importana 
Yet this perpetual solicitude about public affaii 
is one of the great characteristics of liberty 
and provided it does not extend to actual vie 
lence, nor to the disruption of kindred and so 
cial ties, is a wholesome and indeed essentia 
in^edient in the composition of a free people 
Without this deep interest^ which instigate 
them to a perpetual watchfulness of their rulers 
and rivets their attention so closely to the act! 
of their government, there would be no securitj 
against those quiet, insidious usurpations whicfc 
power is perpetually making on the rights oi 
mankind. 

For ourselves, we are pleased that our coUB- 
trymen are agitated occasionally by the ware 
of politics, and hope never to see the day when 
they shall become indifferent to the acts or the 
character of their rulers, or neglect the exercise 
of their great right of expressing their opinions 
freely and fearlessly. And though we do nol 
admire female pohticians, we as little like to 
see a woman without patriotism as without re- 
ligion. It has often been a subject of regret to 
observe that natural love of aristocracy, tittoi 
precedence, and that disgraceful foible of givini 
a preference to foreign fashions, manners, and 
countries, which are among the characteristic 
of the more vulgar and ignorant of those femak 
who aspire to distinction in the beau mondk 
,The love of country in the mind of a virtuous 
reflecting, intellectual woman should come nex) 
to her faith, her domestic affections, and h6a 
attachment to home. It ought never to naingh 
in party dissensions, or become the cominoi 
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topic of her thoughts or conversation ; but, like 
the pure li^ht of religion, it should be a quiet, 
deep-rooted, unobtrusive principle, worthy of 
every sacrifice except that of the virtues \)v4iich 
constitute the divinity of the sex. 

The great day at length arrived bi^ with the 
&te of Leonard Danfferfield and Miles Stark- 
\reather, each a candiaate for the wayward afiec- 
tions of that wayward sovereign the king people. 
The sturdy freeholders of the west, as they are 
I^eased to say, with some little degree of 'reason 
on their side, have no idea of buying a rackoon 
in his hole. They like to see the candidates 
fiuje to face, to shake hands, talk, crack jokes, 
and maybe crack a bottle' with them, before 
(bey assist in mkking them their temporary 
Daasters, or, for the word master grates on the 
ear of a freeman, their representatives. Above 
Bdl, they must hear each one make a speech, if 
it be only from a stump, before they say ay or 
no to his pretensions. On this occasion, there- 
fere, the opposing candidates attended the poll, 
imd gave in their creed of politics. Leonard 
advocated the " old court" in a speech of two 
good hours, and the sovereigns hurraed, and 
t»onounced him " transcendent." 

" I'll be goy blamed," cried one tlowland Har- 
lod, a broth of a fellow at the polls, " if he don't 
speak as if he hadn't another minute to live." 
The opposition man was bom out of the 
Stete, and suspected of having a cross of the 
Fankee ; which was a great disadvantage, for 
Kentucky inherits from Old Virginia a decided 
)reference for orators and statesmen of her own 
* raising." But the worst of all was his propen- 
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rity to dressing too well, and always carrjrii 
a white pocket-handkerchief. Yet he hadj 
the "new court" party in his favour, and w 
IniiKaed most vociferously. There was i 
knowing which of the courts would carry tl 
day, when a queer, wizened, "weather-beaten o 
gentleman, called Colonel Trollope, with oi 
eye, and a face of mortal obliquity, ascend( 
the forum, videlicet, the steps of the com 
house, and addressed the audience as follows :- 
• " Friends and fellow-citizens, — That ma 
who has been just speaking to you, it appeal 
to me, places great confidence in succeeding i 
his election, tecause he has a white pocke 
h-a-a-ndkerchief. He means to touch in ti 
exquisite spot, and has been flourishing th: 
piece of white before your eyes to dazzle yoi 
Didn't you see how he flourished it when k 
had nothing to say ? when he was fairly up 
tree, just l&e the preacher the Sunday moi 
last ? He got against a snag several times, aB 
then he would roar out, ^ O, Mesopotamia ! M< 
siopotamia !' and one old woman cried hersd 
into a conversion. 

" But, gentlemen, I don't mean you ; we ai 
not old women ; we are not to be coaxed wit 
pretty words sweetened with maple sugar, an 
no meaning in them, nor dazzled out of oi 
understandings with a white towel, for what 
know, {hurrah ! wheugh ! whoop !) I say h 
gentility won't serve his turn here, nor h 

far-broth. I'm for Dangerfield, though 1 
. asn't got a white pock«t-h-a-a-ndkerchief, ai 
though he can't play on the plane. He's a mx 
of good strong horse sense, and his sister Ci 
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make a pair of moccasins out of his old boots, 
I know, anyhow. Dangerfield knows what we 
want, and will do it. But this gen^eeZman of 
the white flag [hurrah!] would be sipping 
champaign, and studying fashions. We want 
no such members that saS uhder the white flag; 
no such exotics among us, that think tliey can't 
study their A.B C at home. We men of the 
wi38t are splendid executors of our own will, 
and don't want the aid of the white h-a-a-nd- 
kerphief. Damn^ if I don't believe he had a 
ring on his little fln^r 1" 

" O thunder ! a ring ! Dangerfield for ever. 
Hurrah ! Dangerfield for me I" cried old 
oourt and new court; and the fortunes of 
Bfiles Starkweather, hke those of the Bourbons, 
gunk under the white flag. In a few days 
there appeared in the Western Sun a paragraph 
headed " Glorious Victory ! Waterloo Defeat 1" 
as if some foreign enemy had been driven 
fiom our shores; and Master Zeno Paddock 
was observed to deport himself after the man- 
ner ojf a dunghill cock, that hath just frightened 
a greater coward than himself. 
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CHAPTER YL 

Pramng that the fear of evil is the worst o 

DuRiNQ the progress of the events k 
in our last chapter, little apparent char 
taken place in the outward deportn 
Rainsford ; but if it had been possible t 
trate the recesses of his mind, it woul 
been discovered, that as the period to w 
loolred forward as the crisis of his J 
poached more nearly, his terrors in< 
To those who watched him narrow 
did the mother of Virginia more esj 
there occasionally appeared inconsister 
his conduct, distorted opinions, and an 
cal expression of the eye, that, all coi 
produosd a suspicion in her mind that 
not ri^t with him. And indeed it i 
He enjoyed not the present, he shrunk fi 
fliture. The delight of being belov< 
beauties of nature, the prospect of ha 
that seemed to await him, all turned to 
of bitterness when connected with th 
and dismal prospect which closed the 1 
anticipations. 

"How beautifiil," exclaimed Virgin: 
evening ajs they were contemplating th( 
mg splendops of the setting sun, refle 
the clouds, in a thousand glorious tints, 
baflEle the power of language, and bid d 
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to the colours of the most cunning artist. 
" How beautiful ! I never look on such a 
scene as this without feeling a capacity to enjoy 
the blessings of Providence with a sweeter rel- 
ish. I seem to identify myself with all nature, 
which looks so smiling and happy that I cannot 
help sympathizing with her." 

" How different it is with me," replied Rains- 
ford, in a melancholy tone. ." To me the sun- 
shine, the shade, the flowing river^ the smiling 
earth, the starry heavens, and all the glorious 
panoply of nature, are but as dear objects, dear 
fiiends with whom I must soon part for ever. 
As I look on them, I am reminded by the flend 
that is always at my elbow, whispering in my 
ew, that the tiipe is now at hand when, in all 
hnman probability, this combination of order 
and beauty, this masterpiece of the Divine 
Architect, teeming with subjects for reason 
and fancy to dilate upon, and exhibiting to the 
senses all that is lovely to the eye, sweet to 
the smell, harmonious to the ear, will be to 
me but as a howling wilderness, a chaos 
like my mind, in which atoms will war with 
atoms ; and where the throne of the pre- 
riding Divinity will be buried in its own 
niins. The wretched being who stands under 
Ae gallows, on the brink of atoning for his 
crimes, might as well expect to enjoy the last 
light of the sun, or the first breath of spring, 
as I." 

" O Rainsford ! I thought— I hoped you were 
looking forward to happiness !" said Virginia, 
deeply affected with his melancholy. **For 
my sake, for your own sake, I beseech you to 
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stmgi^le with such dreadful anticipations. I 
is n6t certain, nay, I feel a presentiment it wil 
not be. Exert yourself, dear Hainsford." 

" I do — ^I have. Never man sustained such t 
stru^le as I have done, as I do now, and every 
moment of my life. Sometimes I succeed in 
whipping the hovering demons from my brow, 
but they come again, and find me only the 
weaker for my useless victory. Sometimes, ai 
in a dream, I am taken up and carried away 
to the regions of hope, but, like the prisoner 
enjoying a few minutes respite from his dun? 
geon, it IS only to be brought back into darknesi, 
the more dismal from the contrast of Ught ha 
has enjoyed. Sometimes I lose for a moment 
the clew of my eternal .thoughts, but it is onl? 
to find it again, and be draped along with 
greater violence than ever." He paused awhih ; 
Virjrinia could not answer for her emotions. 

"Virginia," continued he, with a sad solem- 
nity, "I must leave this place at once, and fi» 
eter ; or at least until the hour is past. You, 
that have known and cherished me as a rational 
being, worthy to be one day the guardian fif 
your happiness, must not see me when I 
shallj in all human probability, become an ob- 
ject of fear, horror, disgust. No, no, you shall 
not see me gnash my teeth j foam at the mouth ; 
twist mjTself into a thousand contortioni; 
roar— rave — ^blaspheme, tear my flesh ; bite flw 
dust ; and, perhaps, in some cunning parox- 
ysm, escape the watcbfiil eye of affection, only 
to commit violence on those I best love." 

" O don't talk so, don't talk so ! or I shall gc 
mad mpelf," cried Virginia. 
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I> ^kjj madness is catching; it runs in the 
bJood they say. But surely a wife cannot 
take it from her husband. If she can it will 
be a rare conjunction, you and L Whoever is 
bom under it will be a philosopher." 

" What — ^what are you talking of, Dudley?" 

"Ay, true — ^I am only taking a stejp before 
old time; but there's no occasion, it wul come 
soon enough — ^no danger of that — ^for they say, 
they do say — ^^ 

His wanderings were arrested by an excla- 
mation of anguiffi from Virginia, who sunk 
down on the ground, overpowered by the terri- 
ble conviction that his malady had in truth 
oome upon him. He placed his hand on his 
kfow, rubbed hi^ eyes, then knelt down be- 
mdte her, and by degrees came to himself 
again* 

" I was only jesting, Virginia. I am not 
mad yet, indeed I am not. I was only rehears- 
ing the tragedy," added^he, bitterly. 

"Then let me beseech you, never to jest 
with me thus again. I am not lead, nor mar- 
He, nor a fool, to be thus played with. O, 
Rainsford, spare me such jests in future. I 
camiot bear them." 

He led her to a seat, and proceeded, 

** We must part, Virginia ; I feel if I wish to 
q>are you the last drop in the cup of bitterness, 
we must part at once. If my calamity Over- 
takes me here — ^" 

" And what if it overtakes you elsewhere 7* 
ad^ed Virginia, suddenly intemipting him. 

" No matter ; it will be among strangers, oi 
perhaps in some wild solitude of the woods 
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where lean perish without exciting disgust ar 
horror. They may find me some day i 
other, but they cannot tell my bones." 

" Why, why will you talk thus ? But liste 
to me, Bainsford ; I do not, I cannot believe j 
the truth of your presentiment. I am aati 
fied if you can only keep your mind from th 
anticipation, the reality will never come." 

*< Ay, there's the difficulty ; perhaps that ver 
anti cip ation is a part of my malady ?" 

" Well, whether it be or not, if the wMi 
should come, the worse it is the more you wil 
-require some one to watch over you ; to afaid 
by )rou in your hours of depression ; and to at 
sist in all tnat may administer to your eomfon 
I owe you this good turn and will pay it." 

"You, you, Virginia, with those delicat 
fingers, those slender limbs, that soft and gentl 
heart ! No, no, I must have chains, and giant 
to put them on. Go, go^ tell your parents all 
and let them drive me away, for I am bitten, a 
sure as there is a Providence above us who» 
decrees are irreversible. I heard a voice laa 
night telling me to make my peace with Hea 
ven, while 3ret I was responsible for my aeti 
and I will do it. I'll go to church to-morrov 
and pray that I may die without the guilt o 
blood upon my head or hands ; and then, tb 
day after, bid you all farewell, and launch m; 
boat among the stormy billows of the world 
I^ply without rudder or compass to direct he 
course. Perhap some time hence you ma] 
hear of a starving, ragged wanderer, roaminj 
among the distant regions, chattering disjoints 
nonsense to a troop of ragged boys, and hgivinj 
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im, Virginia F 

Virginia could not answer. She was silent, 
notionless, in the numb palsy of despair. The 
»nviction of his ultimate fate had come upon 
ler, and hope took its flight for ever. She 
p*asped his arm with tremWing hesitation, and 
)egged they might return home. That eren- 
ng the conduct of Rainsford was so strange, 
ind he spoke so confidently of going away 
oon, that both the colonel and Mrs. Danger- 
idd were surpfised, anxious, and almost of- 
0nded. The depression, the paleness, and the 
races of tears on the face of Virginia also 
jaught their attention ; and when the young 
nan retired, and Mrs. Dangerfield sought her 
com, the unhappy girl followed, and throwing 
lersdf into her arms, sobbed as if her heart 
would break. She told her mother all, and the 
mother discreetly, tenderly, yet firmly, advised 
lier to let. Rainsford go ; nay, to encourage his 
?orng ; the sooner the better. 
" " Were it poverty, sickness, impnidence, 
any thing but guilt," said she, "I would not 
vffffo you to break your engagement. But 
this, this is too terrible ; no ple^, no obliga- 
tion ought to be considered binding in a case 
like this ; since nothing can be more certain, 
my dear, than that, without administering in 
he least to his happiness, you must inevitably 
lacrifice your own." 

"But, dear mother, perhaps my presence, 
ny affectionate attentions, my watchful cares, 
ny never-cea'sing kindness, might do something 
owards his happiness. It may be only a con- 
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stitutional melancholy, what I haVe heard calle 
hypochondria ; and physicians say, that the be 
way of curing this is to call up agreeable in 
pressions and anticipations. * Let me try ; d 
dearest mother !" 

The mother sighed, and shook her head. 

^ Ah ! Virginia, yours are but the dreams o 
youth — and female youth. To you, and sue 
as you, love is the soul of existence, the objec 
and the end of life. It can do all with yoi 
and you think it can do the like with all. Bu 
there are miracles it cannot perform, and thi 
is one. Know you not that when the mind i 
feirly unhinged, and swings with creakiDi 
harshness from its usual bearings, nine tisoe 
in ten the objects of our dearest love U 
come those of our deepest hate. Insanity dis 
torts every thing, and this among the rest. 1 
must be so : you must be separated." 

" But whither can he go ?" exclaimed Vii 
miia, in anguish. "He has no kindred, n 
iriends ; nay, scarcely an acquaintance but oui 
selves ; for his peculiar situation has kept him,h 
says, aloof from all association with his fellp\i 
creatures. What will become of him shcW 
his malady overtake him among strangers T 

"Be not afraid, my dearest daughter.- fl 
where he may, he will find good hearts to pit] 
and ajSbrd him all the cares and comforts < 
which he may be susceptible." 

"Yes, a chain, a cell, and a grave," sighi 
Virginia ; " a strait waistcoat, a cudgel, and 
brute to lay it on." 

" Necessity, my love, has no la^ of Jmdm 
OX forbearance." 
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^ Vet, I cannot but think that kindne&s ancl 
iopbearance might often take the place of bru- 
tal force. Let me try, O let me try, dear 
mother ! a little while, only a little while — 
until we see the end.'' 

"The risk is too great j the penalty that 
may be paid for it too dear. Neither I nor thy 
father can consent to it. But enough for to- 
Bight, to-morrow all must be settl^. Good 
night, my love ; and may angels watch over 
thy innocence." 

" Grood night, dear mother." She kissed her 
mother, and reposed her head a moment on her 
bosom. " Good night, dear mother," repeated 
she once more, and slowly left the room. She 
sat a long while at the window, pondering 
ever her unhappy situation, and shuddering 
at the prospect before poor Bainsford. Nature 
seemed to lower in sympathy with her sad fore- 
bodings, for the night was one of pitchy dark- 
ness and death-hke repose, save when the 
flashes of ziz-zag lightning passed like fiery ser- 
pents, with forked tonnes, athwart the lower- 
ing clouds rearing their heavy volumes above 
the cli^ on the other side of the river, followed 
by the distant thunder, which ever and anon 
grew louder, and more near. By the light of 
one of the flashes she thought she saw a figure, 
stalking near the window which looked out 
Upon the Uttle greensward. She was some- 
what alarmed ; when/ a well-known voice ad- 
dressed her in an under tone. 

" Virginia, know you what day of the week 
and month this is ?" 

« Saturday, the tenth of May," she replied. 
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"Ay, I thought I was right in my recko: 
it is the glorious anniversary, — ^it is the d 
which my last brother, the last of all bi 
died, as I shall die." 

" O, don't break my heart ! go home, I be 
you, Rainsford. The storm is coming i 
the river, and you will be drenched with 
Q^uick, quick, there's not a moment to be 

" Well, let it come ; the rain will coc 
brains, and if the wind should be strong, i 
blow down some high tree, and dash thei 
Farewell, farewell." 

She saw him dart away into the fores 
the gentle, blessed guest, the cherub 
visited not her pillow that long melan 
night, during a great part of which the he 
seemed on me, and the earth shivering be 
the crash of the angry thunders. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 

•• O, he^s a screamer P* 

Mississippi Boatman. 

The following day being the Sabbath, the 
village of Dangerfieldville was in a state of 
great excitement on account of the arrival of 
a famous preacher ; an event of no small con- 
sequence where so few novelties occurred to 
wmse the rural populace from the even tenor 
rf their daily occupations. As happens in 
many parts of our country, there was a neat 
little church in the village, but no regular cler- 
gyman, and they were mdebted to the occa- 
sional visits of itinerants for their opportunities 
of public devotion. These happened so seldom, 
that the arrival of a preacher was quite an 
event. All, therefore, flocked to the little 
church ; some to while away the idle Sabbath 
mom, some to laugh, and some to say their 
prayers. 

The church was filled when the preacher 
ascended the pulpit, and there might be ob- 
served a little flurry among the congregation, 
a low whisper, as they settled themselves in 
reverent attention to hear what he had to say. 
He was a tall, raw-boned, fleshless man, with 
an appearance of great physical energy ; high 
cheek-bones, hollow cheeks, deep sparkling 
eyes, a pale aspect, a long face, and a profusion 
of stiff black hair standing sdmost upright 
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above his high forehead. There was something 
not only Energetic, but intellectual about him; 
that species of stronff unpolished intellect 
which sometimes pertorms such wonders in 
this world. There was a 'V^ild earnestness in 
his tone and gesture, as he proceeded in his 
discourse, which evidenced his sincerity and 
fervour; an absence of all attempts at rhe- 
torical embellishment, which sometimes, nay 
often, approached to vulgarity, and while it 
created a shuddering thrill of horror in appm^ 
hensive minds, in others awakened a feeling of 
the burlesque. But with all this, there wm 
genius, energy, pathos, and enthusiasm,. w» 
may say fanaticism, combined; and though 
undisciplined and unpolished, still their stren^ 
and force were perhaps only the more irresist- 
ible. He was the preacher of terror, not of 
religion ; he relied more on the fears than tke 
reason or the hopes of mankind ; forgettifif 
that the great Being who has made mercy tta 
first of our duties, cannot have adopted ven- 
geance as the first of his attributes ; and that^ 
m the language of a reverend bard, 

" Thou, fair Religion, wast designed, 

Bateous daughter of the skies, 

To warm and cheer the human mind| 

To make men happy, good, and wise. 
First drawn by thee, tnus glow'd the gracious scene. 

Till Superstition, fiend of wo^ 

Bade doubts to rise, and tears to flow, . i 

And spread dark clouds our yiew and HeareH betwe«n*^ - 

Drawn by her pencil the Creator stands, 

His beams of mercy thrown aside ; •./- - 

With thunder arming his uplifted heads, 

And hurling vengeance wide. 
jECope at the sight aghast yet lingering flies^ 

Am dMhM on terror'* rocks faith** best aependencv Bef.^ 
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The moisture burst from his forehead, and 
tolled down his hollow cheeks ; he writhed in 
the toils of his own sublimated energies, as he 
proceeded. He first drew a picture of the ven- 
geance of Heaven even in this world, where it 
was supposed offenders escaped its justice ; he 
painted, in colours of exaggerated truth, the 
torments of a guilty conscience struggling with 
present pain, and the fear of future punish* 
luents, and how the decay of the body only 
idded tenfold to the terrors of the dying sinner* 
He dwelt with a sort of savage exultation on 
the various dispensations of this world of guilt 
md misery ; told how the wrath of the Almighty 
visited the sins of the fetther upon the chilaren 
in a thousand hereditary diseases and defects, 
the consequences of his crimes and unbelie£ 
To some he sent the ^out, to others he sent 
lameness, to others blmdness, to others apo- 
plexy, an^ to others he sent idiocy and mad« 
ness ; thus punishing generation after genera* 
tion, by taking away from -them the faculties 
they had perverted to the purposes of impiety 
and unbelief. 

" Thus," exclaimed he, in a voi6e of thun- 
der, << thus are the wicked deprived of their 
boasted impunity even in this world. But the 
world to come, the after world ! the punishment 
the guilty soul endures throughout all eternity. 
Look ! you donlt see it, but I see it ! I see you 
at this moment standing like children laufflung 
on the edge of a high rock, on the very brink 
of eternal names, llie awful gulf lies yawning 
tight befoM you, and yet you take no care to 
avoid it. I see you," and he Uatied over th« 
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piilpit and looked down as if in horror, "I se 
you tumbling down, down, down, one after A 
other; there you go, there ! there goeis a youn 
man who thought because he was young h 
would never me ; there ! there goes a ▼ai 
girl, who, because she had red cheeks, ani 
srarkling eyes, and a snow-white bosoK 
dreamed that death would spare her, and t)i 
great Judge pardon her offences on the soor 
of her beauty. And there! there tumbles^ 
trembling old sinner, who, because he had Imn 
to fourscore years, thought he would live fo 
ever. And there ! see how the smoke rism 
but I cannot look anymore,'' and he sank bad 
into the pulpit and was silent a few moments 
while the sunple con^egation sat stupifio 
with terror. Suddenly he clapped his hands t 
his ears. 

<< But ah ! my brethren, what is that I hear 
It is in vain I try to shut it out from mYejmh- 
it comes in at my ears. From the dark den o 
your suffering I hear the screams, the shrieta 
the curses of tormented sinners. One cries,! 
it would be a happy thing for me if this tocrtli 
ache of mine would last only a thousand yeai 
or two. Another prays that he may be let ol 
for a hundred thousand years of mnt — that J 
the glutton, the winebibber. Another beseecbi 
the eternal ministers of vengeance, who Stan 
with their ladles, throwing oil, and pitch, as 

Eine-knots on the fire to keep it up, that he-mi 
ave a drop of muddy salt water to cod h 
tongue. That is a man who thought beouii 
he was honest, and just, and loved his wife a| 
dbildreo, and fulfilled all his worldly dutiesi 1 
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in^ tht ties of afiection, and the social feelings 
ax^ duties, as the chains with which Satan fast« 
ened the soul of man to the earth, and pre- 
vented his realizing his immortal hopes. 

He joined her after service, and they walked 
together. As is usual, they talked of the preach- 
er, and the sermon, of both which Virginia 
expressed her disapprobation ; but Rainsford 
appeared deeply affected by^them. He seemed 
to be under the influence of the most subli- 
mated enthusiasm ; and had not Virginia now 
accustomed herself to shrink from every lofty 
flight, or daring plimgc of his imagination, she 
would have been charmed with the glowing 
ridmess of his mind. 

" It is a beautiful theory, Virginia," said he, 
"that of entire abstraction from this world, and 
all its occupations, feeling, sufferings, and de- 
lights. It makes us independent of joy and 
sorrow ; and places us on a level with the be- 
ings of the upper worlds. To me it would be 
the lot, of all others, most desirable ; for to him 
who is hopeless of happiness here, it were 
some comfort to be insensible to misery." 

**But is such a state. possible?" 

"Most assuredly, Virginia ; there have been 
jnen, ay, and women too, so self-sustained, or so 
supported by the divinity of faith, as to be in- 
sensible to all mental or corporeal suflering, 
save that which arose from the uncertainties 
of hereafter. Nay, they have cast away all 
the ties of kindred, severed the links of nature, 
sacrificed love, glory, riches, parental and fra 
temal affection, and became as spirits walking 

the earth, but holding no communion with it 

7# 
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or itfl inhabitants. I almost wish I were sv 
a one. And I could be," cried be, his e] 
ahnost glaring with awakened hopes, << I eoi 
be, were it not for one link that binds me 
the earth ; were diat but severed, I might 
little less than the an^ls.*' 

" Would to heaven it were possible I" thouf 
poor Virginia. 

^ What is your opinion, Virginia ?'* 

" These things are above my thoughts ; i 
I cannot see how it is possible to live in t) 
world, and abstract ourselves so entirely frc 
it as neither to know nor care for any thing 
anybody but ourselves. And if it were possSt 
it seems to me that this, after all, would be t 
the most refined selfishness. There are ties 
this world that ought not to be severed b 
by death ; duties which we cannot shrink frc 
without blame; and enjoyments which it won 
be ungrateful in us not to taste in moderatioi 

"Ties! duties! enjoyments! Pish! Virgiiv 
did you not hear what the preacher said? TIm 
are the devil's links. Yes, yes, he was rigl 
With such a load of mortal trumpery on o 
backs, one might as soon attempt to scale ] 
iee mountain perpendicular to the skies as ga 
the blessings of hereafter. For my part, I vpfin 
one of these days to go and live alone in a h 
low tree in the wooci^, and not allow a squin 
or a woodpecker to share it with me. Ha, 1^ 
what think you of the idea, Virginia?" 

" As one unworthy the subject we are spea 
ing on," replied she, in a tone of deep depK 
aion. 
? The sublime and the ridiculous euro as nw 
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tllied as life and death, time and eternity. An 
imaginary line separates ^hem, and thus they 
bscome opp<^te principles, like the people of 
two nations divided by nothing, yet who scarcely 
seem to think they belong to the same identicsd 
class of quarrelsome curs. Ha, ha ! Virginia, 
were you to die suddenly — I mean in an instant 
—by a flash of lightning, before you could cry 
'God bless me !' do you think you would go 
to heaven T 
" I hope so, through Heaven's mercy." 
" ril warrant you — ^I'd swear to it ! and thus 
there would be two souls saved at once. Thou 
art all innocence, dear Virginia ; thy life has 
been, imtil I came to mar it, a blessing to thy- 
self a blessing to all around thee, ay, all but 
me.'" and here he lowered his tone, so that she 
could not distinguish what he said. ^' To die 
now were to be happy ; for who knows but 
when vou come to be a wife, and all the worldly 
ties of marriage surround and trammel thee, 
thou majrst lose thy hold on heaven, and tumble 
to tloie earth ? It were a great pity ! Better to 
die now !" 

" I don't comprehend you," replied Virginia, 
who had been listening with ^. vague yet fear- 
ftd foreboding'. 

" So much the better, so much the better ! 
Ha ! yonder I see the inspired man ; I must go 
and talk with him. I've a case of conscience 
to submit. It requires a man that can split a 
hair to decide it. When it is settled you shall 
know all, for the bliss of heaven must consist 
in the fruition of knowledge. Good-by, Vir- 
f^iuia ; thou art an angel, if not a martyr !" 
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H« hurried off to meet the preacher, levriof 
Yirginia saddened, perplexed, and terrified witE 
his 8tran£[e ramblin&fs, which either meant no* 
thing or boded mischief. 
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CHAPTER Vni 

Fanatidsnu 

m 

Iainsford invited the preacher to k confer- 
e, in which the latter unwittingly, and with- 
suspecting his object, said aJl he could to 
firm him in the dark design which had been 
jured up by his discourse of the morning. 
,h the rash and fervent eloquence of an ima- 
ition almost as heated as that of Rainaibrd 
jself, he declaimed against the moral duties 
his world, and arraigned the gentle ties of 
Ired, friendship, and love at the bar of eter- 
Omnipotence as impious lusts of the flesh, 
sful to the purity of the immortal souL He 
matized the love of a beautiful and virtuous 
nan as one of the secret temptations of the 
tny of man, to lure him from the pursuit of 
everlasting happiness ; and denounced the 
; afiections of the heart as the product of its 
k, incurable corruption. In short, they part- 
leaving the young man a gloomy, thought- 
visionary, on the high road to the fury of 
iticism, and alternately the sport of reason ' 
;gering on its throne, of imagination exalted 
I madness. 

ty degrees he came to be fully impressed 
(1 the conviction that the misfortunes of his 
ily were the ministers of Divine vengeance 

d3 
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Ibr some great offence of his grandfather, and 
that the only way in which he could make 
atonement, so as to escape their fate and ^isuro 
his future happiness, was to offer a sacrifice of 
all his worldly affections on the altar of faith. 
After a struggle which increased and accele- 
rated the natural tendency of his mind towards 
a "total deraueement, he at length convinced 
himself that Virginia was the great and fatal 
obstacle in the way of his salvation ; and that 
by making a noble disinterested sacrifice of hetj 
he would ensure his peace here and hereafter. 
A deep, stern ffloom succeeded this conviction. 
He would sit for hours m one position and one 
spot, gazing with vacant look at some object 
of which /it was apparent he had no distinct 
perception ; he neglected all the common officei 
of life, his dress, his beard, his meals, and hii 
sleep ; and passed the whole day without utter- 
ing a single word in answer to the ten thousand 
questions of Mrs. Judith Paddock. 

At the end of the third day his eye suddenly 
brightened, he started from his seat with a 
strange alacrity, and, concealing a dirk in his 
bosom, which he had brought with him from, 
an idea that his journey might expose him to 
occasions when it would be necessary, he sank 
on his knees, appeared deeply engaged in devo- 
tion, and then walked briskly forth towards tiie 
dwelling of Colonel Dangerfield. Virginia wel- 
comed him with a melancholy tenderness, and 
shuddered at the alteration he had undergone 
since last they parted. He invited her to enjoy 
an evening walk, and led her on by degrees to 
a spot on the river-side which could not be sea 



I 
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from the house. He desired her to be seateij, 
iud,. sitting down by her side, fixed his eves 
intently on her fjaxie for some moments, with a 
itrange expression that, she knew not why, 
alarmed her, not for herself, but him. 

" Virginia," at length he said, " dost thou re- 
m^nber any sins thou hast committed, and not 
atoned for ?" 

** It would be presumptuous in me to say so ; 
tat this I beheve I can say, that I have never 
nnned without being sorry for what I had 
done." 

"I warrant you. I would stake a life ten 
thousand times more worth than this ragged 
nnmant I possess, that thou art as innocent of 
all intentional offence to thy fellow-creatures 
or their Creator, as was the lamb which the old 

Kiarch offered up instead of his only son. 
t thou believe in the efficacy of such sacri- 
fices, Virginia?" 

" I believe that there is a better sacrifice than 
this, — ^that of ourselves, our selfish wishes, and 
aelfijsh passions." 

"You say true, you say true," cried I\e, ea* 
^rly ; '^ the welfare of the immortal soul, the 
interminable duration of eternity, must not be 
lamfioed at the shrine of the few short years, 
the few miserable enjoyments we can crowd 
into them, fiut to obtamthe great blessing for 
irhich all men were created, some victim is ne- 
sessary, and that victim must be spotless inno- 
cence itself. The wretched sinner can offer no 
atonement for others, for his own transgressions 
require all his blood to wash them out. The 
twrmleie tomb or the unsinning virgin can 
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akmt atone for the wickedness of the : 
man ;• and hence, in the early stages of 
ail religions, calamities were averted o: 
ings obtain^ by the ^eatest of all testi 
— jg;reater than the voluntary martyrdon 
saints — ^the sacrifice of an Iphigenia, it 
est, the bitterest proof of iull faith in the ] 
they professed." 

" Bhit our mild, beneficent religion r 
not these ; it requires not to be consecr 
the shedding of blood." 

" Not consecrated by the shedding of 
What think you of the thousands of i 
in almost every age and nation? of 
nooent women and babes, the millions 
man sacrifices which bigotry, ambitio 
rice, and revenge, -skulking under the 
of fiuth and holiness, have offered up 
sword or the fire ? Virginia ! I tell y< 

S'nia, that all the enjoyments of this w< 
6 bliss of hereafter, is the price of bloc 

The young maiden shuddered at ] 
these gloomy and terrible words, and be] 
the wfld expression of his eyes as he 
them. She wished herself at home, a 
rising to go, when he hastily exclaimed 

" Not yet, not quite yet ; a few minute 
and you shall commence your flight. 
kned down and pray for me, as I will f 
Heaven knows I want the prayers of a 
people. Come, pray for me, Virginia 
thoaV 

They knelt down together, and togeth^ 
orisona ascended to the skies. As Ba 
cdntwiplated her pale and touching fii 
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die cairn expression of her reverent eye, cmH 
upwards in the holy abstraction of devotion and 
Imcombined, — ^forshe prayed for him she loved 
aiidpitied, — bethought to himself that now,now 
was the time ; now that her mind was divested 
of all worldly dross, and her soul already half- 
way on its flight to heaven. Twice — thrice did 
he put his hand into his bosom ; thrice he felt 
the sharp-pointed weapon ; and thrice he shud- 
dered and snatched his hand away, as if he had 
met the fimgs of the rattlesnake. Virginia did 
not seem to observe him ; her spirit appeared 
eommuning withintelligences high seated above 
the stars, that now one by one began to twinkle 
dimly in various portions of the heavens. When 
die was about to rise from the groimd, he gen- 
tly detained her with a trembling hand. 

" Not yet, not quite yet, Virginia ; let me look 
on you a moment longer." w 

She remained still kneeling, and looking in 
his face with a tearful eye, so mild, so confidm^, 
BO afiectionate, that the wild purpose of his 
wayward intellect became every moment more 
dimcult to exScute. Again, however, the dark 
thought crossed his mind, which was becoming 
every moment more chaotic from the struggles 
it was sustaining, that if she lived he should 
still love her, and she him, and thus both their 
souls would be jeopardized by indulging in 
worldly thoughts, worldly enjoyments, and 
worldly pursuits, to the neglect of all others. 
** We will go to heaven together," thought he ; 
and again he put his hand m his bosom ; again 
he felt and gasped the weapon of death, vmile 
•nch was his tearful agitation, that Virginia 

8 
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was overpowered/ with a feeling of tend 
and pity. She placed her soft white han( 
cold with her emotions, against his colde 
heady damp with the dews of agony, ai 
daimed, in a voice of touching melody ,- 

" Poor, poor Rainsford !" 

He took her hand gently away, and was 
to put it to his Ups, when, suddenly let 
go, he exclaimed, — 

" No, I have sworn it, and will not di< 
the weight of perjury on my soul ! Loo 
ginia, yonder is the evening star, the s 
Jove's queen, just hiding ^hind the c 
hilb." 

She turned her head to look at the sta 
as she contemplated it a few momen 
snatched the weapon from his bosom, 
it, and — 

" It is impossible ! it is impossible !" h< 
aloud ; " my soul shall perish first !** and 
ing into the adjoining wood, he disap{ 
leaving Virginia to return home by hers< 
ponder and mourn over his wayward 
tricities, and indulge her despair of ever 
happy with him. 

She found, in addition to the family 
assembled in the parlour, the wandering pre 
Mr. Bushfield, and the Black Warrior, w] 
come to ask a supply of ammunition frc 
colonel, as was his usual custom. The Ir 
however high-minded and independent ii 
respects, are, like all mankind in their pri 
state, careless of the rights of propen 
i tremely avaricious, equafly prodigal, anc 
' ridus for asking for every thing. When ; 
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introduces a young warrior to a white dignitary 
west of the Mississippi, his eulogium is as fol- 
lows : — " He is a brave warrior, a great horse- 
thief, and very considerable of a beggar." 
) The itinerant and the Black Warrior were 
talking about the creation of the world, the 
former having made a dead set at the latter 
with a view of converting him. The truth is, 
he was one of those whose well-meant yet ill- 
timed zeal intrudes itself everywhere, and on 
all occasions. He seemed to think, and no doubt 
did persuade himself, that his profession eman- 
dpeted him from the rules of propriety and 
ffiJod breeding which govern all well-bred people. 
fib had already banished the cheerful hilarity, 
the innocent freedom which usually pervaded 
the social circle, and caused a restraint that de- 
stroyed all the pleasure of the little party. When 
Boshfield dwelt with his usual eloquence on the 
jdeasures of the chase, the delights of living 
alone, and having nobody to stand in your day- 
light, he took occasion sternly to reprehend the 
sport as interfering with the ceaseless* care 
which^ was necessary to the salvation of the 
soul. When Colonel Dangerfield spoke to his 
son of the charms of eloquence and poetry, the 

eeasnres attendant on the acquisition of know- 
ige, he denounced all these as temptations of 
the evil one to detach us from the one thing 
needful. When Mrs. Dangerfield happened to 
mention the domestic happiness of one of her 
fnmds, and the attachment which subsisted be- 
tween the wife and the husband, the children 
and their parents, he called all the domestic 
affections nothing but carnal lusts of the flesh, 



8S WEIITWARD ho! 

leading tu into the flowery paths of tempU 
When the duties a man owes to his cou 
and his fellow-citizens were insisted on 
placed patriotism in that class of worldly 
mgs which interfere with the more impo] 
interests of the immortal soul ; and when 
Littlejohn lauded the delights of luxuriatin 
three chairs, he treated him as Uttle better 
one of the wicked. All this was said and 
.with an arrogant assumption of superiorit 
air of harsh, uitcompromisin^ bigotry, n 
answered no other purpose than to mak 
most mild, amiable, forgiving, and le: 
faith ever propounded to mankind appei 
rectly the reverse of whjit it really is. Not 
is so unbecoming in a divine as the ah^en 
humility ; for how can he who arrays hii 
in the trappings of pride and presumption 
rect those vices in the rest of mankind, c 
force those precepts which his practice i 
day belies ? 

The Black Warrior was sitting near a 
dow, smoking his pipe, a privilege allowed 
byMrs.Dangerfield, when the over-zealous 
niade a demonstration towards him. Th 
dian listened with great gravity and decc 
as the red men always do to what is tn 
them, while he was giving a sketch of th< 
saic account of the creation of the worh 
deluge, the ark, and the subsiding of th^ 
versal waste of waters. When he had fini 
the Black Warrior waited some minutes to 
him an opportunity of continuing if he wj 
and then, taking his pipe from his no 
frovely repUed, — 



¥nS0TWARD Ro! 89 

" You white black-coats tell big lies. Him 
yoQ call Adam no first man. My father lons^ 
VBf off first man, and he was named in EngUsh 
Smr Mush ; he father of all my tribe, and not 
Adam, as you say. Listen ! the Great Spirit 
want somebody to live below here, and he say 
to my father, * You go down yonder, and -make 

31C.' l/^Tell, he set out ; at first lie go very 
; then, when he got little way farther, he 
SD too fest, bang ! down, down, down, — hardly 
fetch breath, he go so fast. Well, by'm-by 
come birds, and put their wings under him, and 
let him down easy, very easy, and put him 
softly on the top of a tree on a high mountain. 
Wel^ he set there one, two, three day, and at 
lift he grow very hungry, want to eat mighty 
much, and he say so to the Great Spirit ; and 
Great Spirit tell him, 'Blow, blow on the waters.' 
Well, he blow, blow, blow, till water only up to 
his knee down on the prairie. But he say to 
the Great Spirit, * May as well be deep like be- 
fore ; nothing to eat yet, very hungry.' Then 
Ihe Great Spirit tell him blow ag£iin, and he 
send the winds to help him. And he blow, 
Uow, blow, and the winds come and help him 
hkw till all the water go away. Then Sour 
Mush he come down from the mountain, and 
his feet make deep tracks in soft mud ; and, 
huh ! out jump buflalo, deer, elk, and all sorts 
of game, and so my father get plenty to eat. 
Then Great Spirit in some time send him a 
irife, who come right out of a cave in the 
jpround; and so in a great many moons we 

rot to be a great nation. Huh ! think Indian 

5 ^ 8* 
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6onH know who first man as well as wliitc 
Hack-coat?'^ 

The zealous wanderer was '^ like all wrath,' 
as Bushfield said, with the poor Indian, for thiv 
asserting his ancient belief. He denounced hii 
tradition as an invention of Satan himself in 
stead of viewing it philosophically in the Ughi 
of a strong corroboration of the actual occur 
rence of that great deluge the dim and vague 
traditions of which seem to pervade die earli 
est memorials of every people of the earth. 

* Thii is a gonuino tradition of the Osag««. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

' BuskftM ** trees a euriqus varmint^* 

The next morning was signalized by a visit 
from Mrs. Judith, that woman of evil omen, 
yinom Virginia now trembled to see approach- 
iar. She came to announce the disappearance 
QiMinsford, and that he had not been at home 
all night. Virginia restrained her emotions 
QB receiving this information, which excited 
the most fearful forebodings. There was in 
bar heart a imion of tenderness and firmness, 
more often found in women than men; and 
which, wherever found, is the parent of deep, 
siknt, lasting impressions. A shiver of an- 
mBh shook her limbs, a paler hue abided on 
mt cheek, and that was all. She dismissed 
lbs. Judith, who denounced her in her private 
(^ttnion as the most insensible of mortals, to be 
80 Uttle affected on such an occasion ; and took 
the first opportunity of consulting Mrs. Danger* 
fidd. The result was a communication to the 
Xdonel, which was immediately followed by a 
learch fer the lost wanderer. It appeared, from 
m examination of his room, that he had taken 
tothing with him, except the clothes he wore, 
fothing remained to give the least clew to his 
mentions, or to indicate whither he had gone. 

Colonel Dangerfield and Leonard lost no 
ine in mustering the men of the village and 
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despatching them in all directions. But tfaey 
returned, one by one, at different intervals, in 
the course of a few days, without havinff dis- 
covered the least traces, or gained the slij^test 
information of the fugitive. Thus they re- 
mained in the most harassing uncertainty whe- 
ther he had wandered no one knew whitner, or 
had made away with himself, none knew hoiw. 
We will not attempt to describe the feelings of 
Virginia, during this period of racking doubt : 
she made no display herself. To the eyes of 
the villagers, when they occasionally saw her, 
she appeared to be pursuing her usual couns 
of domestic duties and avocations ; and it wis 
only the quick instinct of affection that do- 
tected the deep wound she had received. At 
the expiration of about a fortnight, a boat coming 
up the river from the Ohio, brought newi 
of the body of a drowned man having been 
found about a hundred miles below, and thoiagii 
the description of his dress and person wai 
vague and uncertain, there were circumstanoei 
enough to produce a conviction it was that 
of Rainsford. The particulars were cautiooslr 
communicated to Virginia, and received in si- 
lence. On the bosom of maternal affection shi 
breathed a prayer for the repose of his immo^ 
tal soul, and his name was mentioned no more. 
But she did not think of him the less for 
saying nothing. She remembered his elo- 
quence, his affection, his gentle kindness, hii 
sufferings, and his death ; yet she did not tum 
her back upon the world, because of a tboft-' 
sand blessings bestowed upon her, she had been 
deprived ' of one, though that one was ths 
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diareBt of all. Bainsford was seldom absent 
bom her thoughts, and she grew, in time, to 
think of him as one whom, perhajps, the mercy 
of Heaven had snatched away from cureless 
misery, to the enjoyment of happiness. " Bet- 
ter that he should die thus, even thus, and be 
bqried among strangers," she would say to 
lierself, ^'than live to realize what he has so 
k)^ anticipated." 

Thus passed the time, and Rainsford was 
considered by all as no longer an inhabitant of 
tbis world, when one day as Bushfield returned 
to bis home in the forest, after a long and un- 
luceessful chase, he found Manuny Phillis in 
neat tribulation at having nothing to give him 
m supper. He had come home in none of his 
test humours, for this first disappointment had 
kought a conviction to his mind that the game 
Was fast emigrating, and that he must soon 
Allow. 

" What have you done with all those venison 
iteaks I left hanging up there, you greedy old 
^098am ?" said he. 

^ I no eat him, massa." 

^ You no eat him ! who eat him then, I 
abcmld like to know?" 

^ Why, gentiman did, tudder day." 

^ What gentiman, you beautiful snowball ?" 

^ Him go out all day wid massa, and shoot 

nottun." 

" What, Rainsford ?" 

^'EeSy massa, here dis morning, and tak« 
awmy ebery ting he lay hands on." 
<' Whyi you ^1, hei been dead, I dont know 
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how lon^ I he was drowned, or drowned hi 
aelf in the Kentucky." 

Phillis screamed. <^ Ah ! den him most 
him's spook. I tought he no eat like Ch 
tian." . 

" Pshaw, who ever heard of a spook eatini 

^^ Huh ! I guess dem eat well as udder fol 
I see spooks eat when I was in my own ooi 
try. I see plenty dare. All black, jus 1 
me." 

" A Uack ghost !" cried Bushfield, break 
into a loud mugli. ^^Td as soon think o 
white nigger. But what are you talking ab 
seeing poor Rainsford's ghost. Come tell 
all a1x)ut it." 

By dint of questioning he drew from her 
following details. It appears she was occuf 
in eatuig her breakfast, very intently, when 
a sudden a man, who she persisted was Ra 
ford, bolted into the house, seized some of 
victuals, and began to devour them, as shea 
like a hungry wolf He soon cleared the ta 
and then helped himself to all the eataMefl 
could find, which he was carryings away, wi 
he seemed suddenly to recollect himself, put 
hand in his pocket and threw her some moi 
exclaiming at the same time, with a lav 
" There — there's the reckoning, the price c 
priest's rehgion, a lawyer's conscience, an 
patriot's vote. There, you angel of darkn 
go buy a white skin, and then you may 1 
»lse witness against your neighbour, as i 
as your betters/' 

Phillis further stated that he was i 
ragged; had a long beard; a bloodshot e 
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and looked as if he were almost starved to 
death. 

" Poor creature !" said Bushfield, drawing the 
'deeve of his hunting shirt across his eyes. 
"But I shall tree him to-morrow." 

" What, tree spook ?" chuckled old Phillis. 
''Ecod, I believe massa dnk he tree any ting." 
Bushfield went to bed, that is to say, laid 
^wn on his bearskin, outside the house, under 
a spreading tree, and slept as well without his 
supper as with it, for he did not mind such tri- 
fles as fi)ur-and-twenty hours' abstinence. In 
the morning, bright and early, before the dew 
vas off the ground, he called unto him old 
PhiUis, and tede her show him, if she knew^ 
. vliich way the spook went. She did so, and 
, he whistled his dogs, placed them on the scent, 
md followed with his rifle on his shoulder. 
\ The dogs pursued a devious windinsf course, 
~ thiough the most difficult passes of the forest, 

! until they reached a rocky eminence, which 
fcrmed the dividing line between two neigh- 
; bonring streams. It was a wild savage scene, 
lemote from the usual haunts of the hunters. 
A signal from the hounds at a distance, indi- 
cating that they discovered something, caused 
Bushfield to hasten to the spot, where he beheld 
the Black Warrior, standing at bay, with his 
ijfle pointed at one of the dogs, which was the 
liUNit clamorous and troublesome. 

"Don't hurt the sweet varmints," cried he, 

"or its likely I may hurt you, anyhow." 

' Bushfield '< hated an Ingen mightily ;" and^ to 

do him justice, he had tolerable good reasons 

Soft it. But he would not have harmed one. ex- 
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oept in self-defence, as he called defending t 
dc^, on any account. He callied them o 
and they commenced a parley. 

"Game very scarce now," said the BbM 
Warrior. -'Indian must soon go croai tl 
great river." 

" Yes, and white man too, if he wants to t 
low the track of the deer. Have you ae^ in 
game?" 

<' No, only squirrel, he no worth powdar IB) 
shot. Has the white man seen any ?'* 

<<0, Fm on another track. Vm hontiiig 
white man." 

"Eh! I reckoned white man only btuMi 
Indian that way." 

Bushfield explained to him bis objact ; m 
the Black Warrior offered his aid. 

" I like Misser Rainford, he sometime 1 
my pouch wid tobacco." 

" We shall only be in each other's way, Uh 
a couple of fellers in the same track." 

" Aoom enough here for white man and n 
skin. White man want all room to himsd^ 
muttered the Indian. ''But I must help fin 
Misser Rainford." 

They proceeded in different directions, afti 
agreeing to fire their guns in case of any da 
covery ; and had pursued their search for son 
time, when the forest echoed with the report • 
the Black Warrior's rifle. Bushfield hastsM 
in the direction, and found the Indian s 
guard at the foot of a high rock, on the 
Verge of which was a figure scarcely htnmn 
capering, and shouting, and looking down, a 
if in scorn of the intruder. Sometimea k 
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•hook his fist at him, and grinned. Sometimes 
he would laugh aloud ; and at others pelt him 
with sticks or stones. Bushfield approached 
dose to the foot of the rock, and he seemed for 
a moment confused with some recollection, 
while he looked wistfully down upon him. He 
then shouted and disappeared ; tnen returned 
again, laughing and capering like a child play- 
ii^ at bo-peep ; and finally, sat himself down, 
with his legs hanging over the edge of the liigh 
lock, making faces at them. 

Bushfield called him by name, and entreated 
him to come down to his friends. 

" Ah hah ! catch me at that," cried he, laugh- 
ing. " I know what you want ; you want to 
ehun me ; you want to clap me up in a dun- 
eeon, and set a tiger to watch me. No, no, I 
mow a thing worth two of that. Whiz ! look 
here," and he cut a huge caper, and sat down 
uain. << Here I am, a gentleman commoner 
of nature. I can go where I please, and do as 
I please, without asking leave of the parson, 
die lawyer, the justice, or of those good people 
niio would kill me with kindness to sav» my 
life." 

. 'f FU be shot if he don't talk more like com- 
mon sense than many roarers I have heard 
make speeches in court, in my time, anyhow. 
I think if I could only get a fight out or him, 
Pd bring him to, pretty quick/' said Bushfield 
to his associate. 

Thef cccnsulted together on the best method 

of securing the wret(£ed outcast, and at length 

finally agreed on a plan. It was obvious tBat 

he oould not be secured where he was by aay 
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mode of attack or approach ; for the side of th 
rock nearest them was inaccessible, and, i 
assailed in the rear, there was great reason, t 
ftar he would dash himself down, and perid 

" Somehow or other," said Bushfield, «I don 
think it a matter worth crjring for if he di 
anyhow. But who knows, after aU, but tl 
poor feller has some kind of pleasure in this so 
of outdoor life that I don't know any thin 
about ? He's a free man, and that's somethj^ 
He can lay down and drmk of the branch will 
out a cup, which is what I call being ind 
pendent, anyhow." 

As neither had any food with them, it wl 
determined to ^o home, and return the nu 
day with a sup^y, which .they were to leawi 
a conspicuous spot near the haunt of RainsfiNn 
in the expectation he would, be compelled I 
the wants of nature to come and take it Eac 
was to hide himself in some convenient noo 
for intercepting a retreat to his stronghold. 

Accordingly they took leave of the mania 
who told them to so and catch birds with frai 
8alt,%nd saluted them with a volley of stoBQ 
and returned to their respective homes. Tl 
next day they put their plan into executioi 
and awaited the result in their hidinfi[-idaoe 
Some .hours elapsed, and the poor wancterer ii 
not appear. But about midday they heard h 
laugh, and presently after saw him approae 
the place where the food had been placed whic 
be seized and devoured with the eager av|dit 
of a famished tiger. When he hsd donOi 1 
laid himself down quietly, and fell asleep al tf 
ftipt of a tree. 
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Now was the time, and now the white man 
and the red put in practice the tactics of the 
Wai&re of the woods. They lay down on their 
&oes, and crawled alon^ like wily snakes in 
the grass, dragging their rifles after themi until 
within strikinfi^ distance; when Bushfidid, who 
oever took odds, he said, a^nst man or beast, 
notioning the Black Wamor to halt where he 
vasy rose, and with the spring of a tiger pounced 
ipon the sleeping Rainsford, whose arms he 
leized with the gnpe of a vice/ as he was wont 
boast. A struggle now ensued, too violent 
be lasting ; after a few convulsive, phrenetic 
iSbrts, accompanied by demonstrations of fero- 
00113 anger, the strength of the. poor maniac' 
leeante quite eichausted, and he remained on 
he groimd perfectly quiescent, as is the case 
nth persons of this class when they find them- 
idves fidrly mastered. 

He lay for a time with his eyes shut, and the 
Sack Warrior now brought some fresh grape- 
rines he had cut, for the purpose of binding his 
lanids behind him ; but Bushfield demurred to 

Us. 

^ No, hang it, redskin, I could never yet find 
n my heart to bind a fi^ white man. There 
ure two of us ; I'm half a whole team, and you 
be otfier half; and it's a hard case if we cant 
nanage him without disgracing the poor ere- 
nr." 

« True," said the Black Warrior ; " and then 
be Great Spirit would be an^ry if we hurt him, 
nr you Imow he loves all msS peopl0 can't take 
sare of Uiemselves. Great Spirit make prophet 
)f 'em sometimes ; love 'em very much. I most 
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forget that ; glad I not lay hold of him like you 
Never shoot 'deer any more if I hurt him." 

<< What ignorant Turks these Indians are,' 
thought Bushfield, ^' to believe in such crossimi 
of the track as this. I'm a nij^^ger if I^thinl 
this copper-washed man is a ri^t dean, M 
blooded feller-cretur.^ 

Nothing is more passive than raging'passiozi 
when once overcome. Rainsford now rose from 
the CTOund^ and stood stock still, with a sab 
dued look, and languid expression of the iBye 
His head, legs, bosom, and arms were bare: 
and as Bushfield noted the bruises and tiu 
marks which he had been forced to inflict upoE 
the poor youth, he felt his eyes grow dim. Hi 
took his passive hsmd, shook it with honest &• 
vour, and, as if he thouc^ht himself understood 
made his apology for having treated him h 
roughly. "If I hadn't sooner eat garbr^ wttli 
a reied nigger, may I never see a tree nigli 
enough to my house to make a fire without 
the help of a cart and oxen," said he. "But 
come, stranger, I think: now you'd best go hflot 
again. There's the colonel and his lady are on 
the wrong scent about you, and Miss viiginia 
kK>ks as white as an eggpshell." 
. "Virginia?" said Bamsford, "Virginia? M!|^ 
Old Virginia. Fve heard of her ; she nsftf 
tires, they say." 

" Old Virdnia ! no, I mean young Vii^irii 
the yellow nower of the forest, the sweetest of 
that ever was boiled into maple sugar. O, shs^ 
a beauty, anyhow. Have you forgot Viiginii 
Dan^i^eld, that I hear you were going to h 
married to when you cut this caner i** 
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"Dangerfield ! yes, now I recollect, that was 
the name of the old beggar that cursed mv 
grandfather ; he that was once an old blacic 
woman that I stole venison from, and cooked it 
^ a ^diron made of the ribs of a rogue that 
was ^beted. Yes, yes — O, I remember it all 
as if It was the day aiier to-morrow." 

" Then you will go with us ?'* 

**To be sure I will. Give us your hand; 
ITDUr fingers are as soft as iron bars, almost as 
x^ as Virginia's — I mean Old Virginia, that 
Hfver tires. As I was sajring — but you talked 
ibout ^ing to be married just now, oidnH you ? 
Sow, if I marry anybody, it shall be the black 
leauty I met t'other day, who gave me a good 
tinner; but she made me pay for it. £ook 
lere ! what a grip she gave me !" and he held 
^t his bare bruised arms. 

" Come then with me, and I will take you to 
^ur friends, and they shall take care of you," 
aid Bushfield, who long afterwards declared he 
Lever had felt so since the time he lost hi^t 
aother and little sister at one shot. 

" Well, come on ; I'm a free man now, and 
eady for a frolic anywhere* But don't talk of 
leing married, for that is the shortest cut to the 
levn; the parson told me so. Come, don't look 
fli if I was lying about it. I tell you he swore 
6 me once by — I forget what it was — by the 
ole of his shoe, that if the sky should happen 
&II, there would be a great squabble a1x>ut 
he stars. For my part, I should go for Saturn, 
lecause he falls the farthest, and is a great trav- 
eller. Hurrah, boys ! come along ; but here, 

9* 
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Mister — ^what's your name ? — O, Danger! 
Mr. Danserfield, you'll bring that old ( 
there wim you, because I expect to be nu 
It's curious," whispered he to Bushfield 
I seem as if I remembered backwards, as 
goes to church. Hurrah ! come to the fii 
and then for the plum-cake and a lying epi 
So sajrin^, he took Bushfield by the arr 
they went meir way towards the village oi 
gerfieldville, where they arrived in the di 
the evening ; Rainsford so fatigued, that '. 
into a deep sleep immediately. Persons 
appointed by Colonel Dangerfield to watct 
that he might not wander away into the i 
again. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A gUn^B of sunshine darkened. 

It would haye been a wonder to distance all 
fte other wonders of the world had Virginia 
Muuned ignorant of the discovery and arrival 
of Rainsford any longer than Mrs. Judith Pad- 
lock took to cross me way and tell the story. 
h k hard to say what were her feelings on this 
tJOcaaion, and for that reason we will not attempt 
to delineate them. She could receive no joy at 
kis return in the state Mrs. Judith described, 
sad still less could she find in her heart to re- 
gret that he had not perished in the manner 
Before related. Certain it is, however, that she 
v«s observed to lose that quiet air of resigna- 
tion which had followed the loss of hope ; and 
from this time forward her watchfbl mollier 
detected in her manner and conduct all the in- 
dications of a mind agitated by conflicting emo- 
tions. 

The parox3r8m in which Rainsford was found 
in the forest had arisen as much from hunger, 
exposure, and the miserable roots and berries he 
had subsisted on for some da3rs, as from any 
predisposing cause. And he awoke the next 
Buoming, after snatches of sleep disturbed by 
)ecasional starts and ravings, in a quiet state 
sf ffloomy languor, which encouraged Mrs. Ju- 
litS to venture on the ^tification of her ouri 
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oftity, by paying him a visit in his accustomed 
room, where he had been secured for the pres- 
ent. He paid little attention to her or her ques- 
tions, imtil, apparently wearied and fatigued, 
he looked sternly at her, and exclaimed, — 

" Get thee behind me, Satan ; I know you of 
old. You have been at me many a time before 
with that ugly black face and cloven foot. You 
needn't try to hide it or your face cither ; for if 
your husband's a fool I ajn not ; I can see 
with half an eye you've got a split foot, and 
horns on your head, just like an ox." 

Mrs. Judith was exceedingly wroth at this 
unseemly blunder ; for well saith the great poet, 
" Use lessens marvel," and it is the nappmess 
of mankind, as well as womankind, that by dint 
of frequent contemplation in the looking-glass, 
they not only become reconciled, to, but perad- 
venture enamoured of, deformity. We may 
call this vanity, but in our minds it is the true 
essence of philosophy ; for where would be the 
use of pimnff over those infirmities which it 
hath pleased Providence to inflict upon us, and 
which all the regrets in the world, so &x from 
alleviating, only tend to make ten thousand 
times more painful. To laugh at such delu- 
sions as contribute to the happiness of the un- 
fortunate only shows the folly and ill-nature of 
maiikind. We have before hinted that Mrs. 
Judith was, as it were, one of nature's most 
masterly blunders ; but if she admired herself 
so much the better for her husband ; for jt wa« 
the cause of a certain dulcet humour of whidi 
he reaped much of the benefits. But this sortie 
of poor Rainsford against her beauty irritatec 
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iter sorely, and she bounced out of the room, 
dedarinsf that, however she might have doubted 
before, aol the world would not persuade her 
now that he was not as mad as a March hare. 
The unhappy youth sat down and burst into a 
hearty laugh ; but whether from a remote per- 
ception of the ridiculous or not, is difficult to 
dmde. There is certainly a mischievous wil- 
fdness in deranged intellects that has some- 
times almost persuaded us that such a state of 
mind often consists less in the inability than 
the inclination to restrain its excesses. Anger 
is justly denominated a short madness ; yet it 
is ever under the restraint of prudence, and we 
doubt if the most furious victim of that passion 
vould dare to exhibit it in the presence of the 
man he feared. 

Various were the consultations of Ck>lonel 
Dangerfield with his wife and son as to the 
best mode of disposing of this unfortunate young 
man, with whose friends and former residence 
they were totally imacquainted. Dangerfield- 
Tille not being the county town, there was nei- 
ther court-house nor jail in which he might be 
secured until he regained, if he ever regained, 
Iu8 reason ; and it was obvious that the cham- 
ber of Master Z!eno would be insufficient to re* 
tain him if he should be determined on escaping. 
It was proposed to insert a description of his 

Eerson and situation in the Western Sun, in the 
ope of bis being reco^ised by his family, if he 
had any ; but to this Virginia, who often joined 
in these consultations, strenuously objected. 
"If he should ever recover," said she, "I know 

b3 
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hii sensitive feelings will shrink flr#m such an 
exposure." 

" Aks ! I fear all hope of his recovery is vain," 
replied Mrs. Dan^rfield. 

'^'He who deprived him of his reason can re- 
store it, mother." 

" My dear child, you know not how difficult 
it is to heal the shattered intellect of a rational 
being." 

'< mt so difficult, dear mother, as to create a 
rational being." She paus[ed, and resumed, ia 
a hesitating voice, " Now that you are here to- 
gether, I have a proposal to make, a wish to 
gratify, if I dared to ask permission." 

" YPhat is it, my love ? said Mrs. DangerfieUL 

" I — I wish to see Mr. Rainsford once--^noe 
more. I have a hope — a presentiment I may 
almost call it — that he would know me, and 
that I might sooth his calamity, if nothii^ 
more. Wul you permit me to make the trialr 

" For heaven's sake ! for our sakes, Vir* 

S'nia, abandon the idea. I shudder at the 
ought of such an exposure. Suppose, in a 
paroxysm of phrensy, he should tear you to 
pieces. Such things have happened." 

" Ah ! I fear him not, my mother. Th^fe 
must yet remain some little reooUection of what 
— ^what we have been, and were to be to each 
other, that the sight of me, the sound of my 
voice will awaken. I beseech you, as you value 
my peace, I might say my life, to let me see 
hii6 once more. I should never know the re- 
pose of a moment, if I were not conscious oi 
having done all that my heart suggested to me 
as possible to awaken poor Rainstord to a reool- 
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iection of himsalf, if only for ona moment. 
Let me, let me go, or perhaps I may become 
one day like him." 

The solemn earnestness, the hope, howerer 
hopeless, with which she urged her request, at 
leDj^ wrought on them all to consent to her 
visiting the unhappy younff man once more. 
It was arranged that the colonel and Leonard 
should accompany her, and remain just with- 
out the door, while she should enter alone. 
TTie mother inquired when it should be, and 
Tiiginia hesitated, and trembled for a moment, 
ere she uttered the single monosyllable, 
"Now." 

Leonard went over to ascertam the state of 
the patient ; and in the mean while Yif ginia 
a]:rayed herself? in a gown of spotless white, 
Qtrt whiter than her pale cheek and forehead, 
onH which her chestnut hair was smoothly 
parted, in that most beautiful and simplest form 
of delicate womanhood. " I am ready," said 
she, firmly ; and she took^the arm of her fa- 
ther, and walked with a- steady step to the 
place of meeting. When just outside the door 
she paused and faltered ; but it was soon over ; 
and the do^ being opened, she entered, 

Bainsford, who nad been persuaded to suffer 
himself to be dressed and shaved, in one of hia 
fifood-natured intervals, was sitting with hia 
back towards the door, his body inclined for- 
ward| and his head depressed on his bosom, 
employed in picking a little fragment of linen 
hi pieces. He paid no attention to her entrance^ 
ana die bad an opportunity of recovering her 
6mm9S9, before siie uttered, in the sweeteet 
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music that ever floated on the bahny breath ( 
quring, the single word, 

« Dudley Rainsford !" 

He suddenly wliirled himself round on h 
chair ; but it was evident the sound, and Hi 
the sense, had roused him, for he displayed i 
symptoms of recognising the person who fpi^ 
it utterance. 

" He has forgotten me !" sighed Virgiaw 
and she was obliged to lean against the wi 
for support. 

" What !" cried he, at length, after lookingfi 
her awhile ; " what ! are you come back agaii 
with your cloven foot and horns ? Don't yc 
know I have sworn to put to death all the han* 
some Jezebels in the creation ; because I bA\ 
it from the best possible authority they kec 
more honest men from heaven than thevei 
old boy himself. Go away, so away, or Iidu 
&II in love with that deceitnil handsome fiu 
of yours." 

"Dudley Rainsford!" said Virginia, comiD 
nearer, " don't you know Vii^inia ?" 

« What, Old Virdnia ? Yes, I think I ha^ 
heard of such a trifle ; but don't come near m 
stand ofi"; I don't choose to lose my soul for 
woman, I can tell you. Though when I loc 
at you, I think I might run the risk, for yc 
put me in mind of a little angel I once saw : 
a dream." 

Virginia approached yet nearer, and plaw 
her hand on his brow. " What, you vriU com 
hey ! You're determined I shall roast, as H 
old black woman, that made me pay so dear i 
my dinner, said. Look here what d price i 
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t dinner*'' And be stripped up bis sleeve, md 
showed the deep marks of the struggle with 
Bushfield. 

Virginia could not speak, tut she hung over 
him, aiid the scalding tears fell on bis forehead. 
In {hose beautiful fictions of poetry and ro- 
maiice which are now alraiost overwhelmed by 
ihe bairen exuberance of their successors, it 
has been fabled that the ferocity of the lion 
was tamed by the divinity of virgin purity and 
gentleness. Even so with Rainsford. He fdt 
the tears trickle on his forehead ; he felt the 
bi^my breath breathing in his face ; and all at 
once he seemed to be recalled to some faint yet 
Oi^^anized traces of the incidents of his former 
m. He looked at her intensely, a few moments, 
Umi took her hand and kissed it, as he softly 
«)KJ«imed, 

^^ Virginia ! are you not afraid of me P 

« O ! he knows me now 1" cried she, in a 
burst of joy. 

^^ Yes, I do kliow thee ; and I have broken the 
oath I made once. I remember — where was 
it ? no matter, I am lost now. I see it. I am 
doomed to howl, howl, as the preacher said ; 
and all because I didn't do it when I had so 
good an opportunity. But I am glad I did not, 
for I had rather howl than Imm thee, Vir- 
ginia." 

8he sat down by im side, her hmd in bis ; 
tndf^ a little while, apparently with eontinued 
effi>rts, he mastered his malady suiSiciently to 
tvoid ineoherence. But the exertion was too 
great for him ; by degrees he began U> lose all 
power of arrangement ; and the last effort of 

10 
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his departing reason was to beseech, to c 
mand her to leave him. 

" Go ! go ! it is written I shall shed bio 
let it not be yours !" 

The colonel and Leonard Dangerfield ^ 
alarmed at the increasing loudness of his v< 
and showing themselves at the door, beckc 
her to come forth. She obeyed them imi 
ingly; and the moment she left the re 
R^nsford started up, shut the door violei 
and exclaimed, 

" There ! there ! now she's safe ; and let 
howl and welcome. Who says I'm not a 1 
to give away my soul for a woman ?" 

The interview, however painful to her : 
ings, was on the whole calculated to cheri 
latent spark of hope in the bosom of Virgi 
That he had known her ; that he had for a 
minutes, at least, enjoyed an interval of re 
lection, indicated that his mind was not ] 
trievably ffone. Kindness, care, and pers 
ranee might do much, perhaps might do e^ 
thing necessary to the restoration of his 
son, and she had long accustomed hersel 
think that both aflfection and gratitude 
manded all her exertions to save him. 
accordingly settled it in her mind that 
would repeat the experiment every day, as 1 
as there remained any hope. 

She communicated her wishes to her mot 
who, observing her pale cheek, tearful eye, 
agitated frame, was fearful such a plan w< 
end rather in being fatal to her health, thai 
fectual in regard to the unfortunate Rainsf 
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She endeavoured to persuade her that seeing 
him every day would gradually undermme her 
happiness for the rest of her me, and destroy 
that strength of mind so essential to its dignity 
and usefulness. The reply of Virginia was as 
remarkable as it was true. 

" My dear mother, I am young, but I have 
lived long enough, and suffered enough, to know 
by my own experieHce that those evils we 
shrink from are always the most terrible to the 
imagination. What we are not afraid to look 
upon we are not half so much afraid of as if 
we turned away from it in fear or horror. I 
had pictured poor Rainsford as a raving ma- 
niac, divested as well of the form of humanity, 
as of the attributes of reason ; but I found him 
still fair and gentle, and can almost think of 
bim -with pleasure again." * 

" Well, then, my dear daughter, take your 
own way ; for it is not the weak vanity of a mo- 
ther, nor her childish indulgence, which make 
me say, that so help me Heaven, as I believe 1 
might trust you everjrwhere, where intellect 
ana virtue are the saf^T^iards of woman." 
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CHAPTER XL 

A touch of scholarship., an elopement^ and a diseuision 

on equality. 

It was one laughing morn in the merry 
month of June, when the redbirds sun^, the 
grasshoppers chirped— we mean the crickets 
chirped, the grasshoppers flitted their circum- 
scribed Rights, the Uttle yellow butterflies were 
solacing themselves in the moisture of the road- 
side, and the luxurious swine, the sole aristoc- 
racy of this republic, since they ettjoy every 
thing without labour, banquet on the fat of the 
land^ and are marvellously short-lived, were 
wallowing in the very mire of sentiment. It 
was on such a morning, for ever hallowed in 
our remembrance as the season of luxurlotw 
abstractions, delicious languors, and visionary 
flights of fancy, — ^it was on such a morning 
that the veritable Zeno Paddock and his wife 
were sitting at breakfast, sipping tea and 
politics. Zeno exchanged with one paper at 
least in each of the twenty-two states at 
that time in being, and read them all, every 
soul of them ; by reason of which he had so 
many errors to correct, so many recreants to 
chastise, and such a mass of political heresies 
to expose to the world, that he hardly knew 
which way to turn himself. He was at this 
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moment poring over a number of Jiis great an- 
tagonist the Eastern Star, when all at once he 
jumped from his chair, as if a Chinese cracker 
had exploded under his nose. Mrs. Judith was 
smitten with a tender curiosity, and inquired 
what was the matter ; *he handed her the 
paper, pointing at the same time to a certain 
article, and exclaiming, — 

" There, there— he, he ! Judy, what do you 
think of that ? I'm a stunted pedant ! I don't 
know a B from a bull's foot ! — ^he, he !"^— and 
he fluttered about in a paroxysm of wounded 
vanity. 

It ^eems this learned Theban had in an evil 
hour essayed, in the triumph of his heart, to 
enact the critic on divers occasions, having been 
so successful in detecting the falsehoods of the 
new court almanac conceminff the weather. 
He imdertook to write an artide on a volume 
of poetry published by a young man at Lexing- 
ton, as we believe, in the which he made a des- 
perate plunge into the bowels of antiquity. He 
first compared Aristotle and the Stag3rrite in 
philosophy, giving it. as his opinion that the 
latter was the deeper of the two by all odds. 
From thence he sallied out into^he regions 
of " crack-sculled Parnassus," where he com- 
mitted great ravages among the laurels and 
other evergreens. He, asserted roundly that, 
whatever might be said to the contrary^ there 
was no comparison between Homer and the 
great Melesigenes ; that Virgil could not hold a 
candle to Maro ; and that the Mantuan swain, 
who was a self-taught shepherd, was superior 

10* 
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to both. He pronounced Horace's Odes to be 
inimitable, and far more spirited. than those of 
his ^eat rivals Quintus and Flaccus; and con- 
du&d by pronouncing a certain pope of Rome, 
whose name he had,forgot, though he beliered 
it was Pope Alexander, the first poet among the 
modems, partly because he was so easy on man, 
one of the most difficult of all subjects ; and 
bartly because he wrdfe a beautiful poem on a 
fellow stealing the lock of a door. 

For all these multifarious offences his great 
antagonist of the Eastern Star did take him up 
roundly, denying all his positions, and pro- 
nouncing him "a stunted pedant," the mqst op- 
probrious of all epithets to a man of function 
uke Zeno. He denied in toto that the Stagyrite, 
or Stageright, as he called him, was any way 
equal to ^istotle, who discovered the immor- 
tality of the soul ; or that either Melesi^neS| or 
Maro, or the Mantuan swain, or Qumtus, or 
Flaccus could any way compare with Homer, 
Virgil, Horace, or even Mecaenas. As for Pope 
Alexander, he never heard of but one pope 
who made verses, and that was Pope Joan. Bb 
concluded by saying he thought Mseonided, 
upon the whole, the first poet of antiquity, 
though most of the Critics preferred Homer. 

Mercy on us ! how Zeno did fUrae, and how 
sincerely and with what fervour Mrs. Judith 
sympathized with him ! True, she had called 
the profound Zeno a blockhead and pedant a 
thousand tinies ; but that was altogether a de- 
ferent affair from .other people camng him S9* 
For that wife muist be more or less than womim 
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who, whfen it comes to the pinch, won't take 
sides with her good man against all the world, 
though she liiay fully agree with it in her own 
private opinion. There is no saying what 
would have been the result of this holy alliance 
of the high contracting powers ; for before they 
could agree upon the protocol they were inter- 
rupted by the entrance of Leonard Dangerfield, 
who came to inquire into the state and condition 
of poor Rainsford. 

The room occupied by this unfortunate young 
gentleman was at the extremity and in the rear 
of the house, and, though not actually in du- 
tknce, the door was kept carefully locked, and 
one of the villagers employed in watching out- 
side during the night. It seemed to have escaped 
the notice of his friends, or perhaps they did 
not think it material, that there was a window 
not five feet from the ground, which, though 
nailed down, yet was not impassable to a des- 
perate man. The person appointed to mount 
guard slept as soundly as most watchmen do in 
i&ome great cities which shall be nameless, and 
with such a quiet conscience, that nothing less 
than the last trumpet would have roused him 
before his time. 

Under these circumstances, it does not alto- 
gether amount to a miracle that when the door 
was opened the prisoner was non est inventus. 
On examination, it was found that the nails 
which fastened the window had been removed 
by some one of those cunning expedients so 
comzHon with people in his situation, and that 
ht had escaped in that way ; but at what time 
Of tihe night there were no means of judging, . 
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nor were there the least indications to point out 
the course he had pursued. All tr^ices of him 
were lost, and all subsequent inquiries proved 
firuiUess in this remote quarter, where people 
Uved at a distance from each other, and held 
little commimication with the rest of the world 
The new-born hope awakened in the bosom of 
Virginia was thus for ever blighted ; and the 
bow that had for a moment been forced into 
elasticity became more relaxed than before. It 
was, indeed, almost a mortal blow ; and it is 
not surprising if, after so many trials, she sank 
into a state of almost hopeless depression. 

But the sun rose and set as usual, the people 
of the village continued their daily occupations, 
and the people of the world followed their ex- 
ample. What was it to them if a hair-brained 
wanderer was let loose upon the surface of that 
slippery bubble called life, to scramble his way 
in beggary, and perish haply by the road-side ? 
or that a tender-hearted girl was mourning his 
fete in the silence of despair ? Men must eat and 
die, and worms must eat them ; the world must 
go on ; and, happily for the race of insects that 
crawl upon it, die sum total of the woes of Ufe 
amounts to no more than that which falls to the 
share of each single individual; and that is 
enough in all conscience. 

Zeno continued to fire his paper pellets 
briskly at the head of his antagonist, who blazal 
■away in turn ; and it came to pass at length, 
that according to the ffood old way of the world, 
they were miraculously reconciled by the inter- 
position of a third party in the war of criticism, 
who most unceremoniously knocked their pat^ 
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together, and denounced them as a couple of 
blockheads, so equally ignorant that none bit the 

Ct mathematician who subtracted nothihj^ 
L nothing, and found to his astonishment 
that nothing remained, could decide between 
these two incomprehensible nonentities. From 
that moment they imited their forces against 
the common enemy, and were ever after held 
together by the cement of a common enmity. 

But the condition of Mrs. Judith after the 
departure of Rainsford, and the total seclu- 
sion of Virginia, was most to be deplored; 
for now she had scarcely a peg on which to 
hang even a shred of curiosity. Not to speak 
irreverently of the divinity of woman, she might 
be likened unto a hound at fault ; she tripped 
about the village this way and that, in all direc- 
tions, poking her nose here, and there, and 
everywhere, with a wistful look of inquiry, an 
anxious, business-like air, exceedingly edifying. 
It happened, by a miraculous interposition, as 
cruel as it was unaccountable, that there was 
not a single secret to be had in all the village. 
Such a dearth, such a famine was never known 
within the memonr of the oldest ffossip ; fmd 
there is reason to ^ar that it would have been 
all over with Mrs. Judith Paddock, had she not 
most providentially, on the sixth day of her ab- 
stinence, detected a stranger riding into the. 
town with an umbrella over his head. What ^ 
he could want of an umbrella, when it neither 
rained nor did the sun shine, puzzled her to the 
quick. But when he stopped at the house of 
O>lonel Dangerfield, which was now renewed 
in more than its pristine glories, to the ^reat 
exultation of that pillar of the aristocracy Pom- 
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pry Ducklegs, she became one of the happies 
i>f women ; for she was sure there was a secre 
in embryo, if not already in being. In additioi 
to this, Leonard Dan^erfield departed about thi 
time^to take his seat m the Assembly ; and nex 
to an arrival in a village is a departure fron 
it. Altogether, Mrs. Judith became quite com 
fortable ; and in this state of salubrity we 6hal 
leave her for the present. 

The stranger, whose opportune arrival ha( 
given such absolute content to Mrs. Judith, wa; 
a stout, well-made, ruddy-faced man, it may h 
about five-and-forty, who wore a pair of fancj 
cord breeches, a pair of white-top boots, and { 
gray coat with covered buttons. On the to] 
of his head was his hair, and on the top of hii 
hair his hat, which was a beaver of most re 
spectable dimensions as to brim, if not as U 
crown. His hair consisted of a profusion ol 
short stiff curls, resembling what the illustriotK 
Manuel, now figuring in the dressing-room oi 
Death, whilom did call " everlasting^ baked— 
yea, by this light, baked ! — ^like a brown loaf in 
the oven ! Whether it was a wig*, or whethei 
hii^ own crop, whether a work of nature or oi 
art, we must leave to Mrs. Judith Paddock to 
ferret out; solenmly pledging ourselves to the 
curious reader, who doth inordinately dote on 
these man-milliner matters, that if she ever nH 
any fiiture period penetrates this important 
affair, we will forthwith apprize him of it by 8 
telegraphic despatch. Altogether, this remark- 
able stranger, who looked out of his eyes jusl 
like other people, had that about him which we 
call respectable ; and if we might judge firosQ 



WESTWARD ho! 119 

certain marks which constituto national iden- 
tity, he was a native of what the old bardsionce 
called " merry England." 

Such as he was, he rode up to the door of 
Colonel Dangerfield, and was detected by Mm. 
Judith in the very act of deUverinff a letter ; 
the reception of which was inunc^ately fol- 
lowed by his dismounting from his horse, and 
entering the hospitable door, which, as in poor 
old Ireland, they say always opens in Ken- 
tucky of itself on the arrival of a stranger. 

" FU lay my life," exclaimed Mrs. Judith, clap- 
ping her hands, " he brings news of the run- 
away." But Mrs. Judith was mistaken for once 
in her life. - 

He was described in the letter to Colonel Dan- 

gerfield as an English country gentleman of 

easy fortime, who, having three or four months 

to spare previous to the hunting season, had 

taken a voyage across the Atlantic to see the 

Palls of Nij^^fit, and satisfy himself, by a close 

and minute investigation of the tVue state of the 

country, by riding through it as fast as a comet. 

He was a scholar, a Uberal, and a sensible man ; 

but, like all his countrymen, he was ever in 

a desperate hurry when he travelled. In a 

8ta^, he scolded, or bribed the driver to get on ; 

and he was once nearly annihilated by being 

oUiged to travel twenty miles on a canal. In 

this we profess to sympathize with him most 

heartily. He had been spoiled by whirling on 

railroads ; and more than once astounded our 

whips, who thought they were doing wonders, 

by exclaiming, in all the impatieuoe of incura* 

ble lan^or, — 
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"Zounds! my good fellow, how slow you 
travel !" 

A steamboat of eight or ten miles an hour 
was intolerable ; aiid if haply he had got 
hold of the tail of a comet, he would have 
bribed the driver to go a little faster. Never 
man was in such'a hurry to get to a {dace ex- 
cept this sel&ame gentleman, when he got 
there, to get away from it. He had made the 
grand tour in five weeks ; and on being ques- 
tioned by Colonel Dangerfield how he could 
*'make tracks," as Bushtield would say, at such 
a rate, his reply was perfectly characteristic. 

" Why, sir, you must know, I always had a 
courier in advance to order my meals, so that 
they were sure to be ready on my arrival, and 
allowed mvself only an hour to eat them. In 
this way I found it very deUghtful ; for I always 
had a good dinner, and escaped the horrors 
of being detained in a French or Italian town." 

Yet with this foible, which, we beUeve,is 
common to all your islanders, whose insular 
situation generates a feeling of " circumscrip- 
tion and confine," and instigates a desire of es- 
caping, as it were, Mr. Barnam was a man of 
estimable qualities, of an enlarged mind and 
liberal spirit. 

If ever an American and an Englishman got 
together in this world, old or new, without tally- 
ing politics, and disagreeing about them, it 
was not in our presence. It happened in the 
course of the evening of the arrival of Mr. Bar- 
ham, that a neighbour, a tradesman, brought 
home a pair of shoes, or something of that sort, 
forgone qt the ftimily ; and was, as usujd^afltod 
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in, and treated as every man of good character 
was sure to be treated by the family of Colonel 
Dangerfield. He yras invited to sit down, to 
" take something." And after talking about the 
news, the crops, and the election, quietly took 
his leave. Mr. Barham felt as if a pig had run 
against him, and soiled his white-top boots, 
and could not refrain &om shrugging his shoul- 
ders a little, as the colonel shook him kindly by 
the hand and bade good night. Dangerfield saw 
and comprehended the shrug, and determined 
to have a bout with the stranger the first op- 
portunity. This is never wanting to two men 
ready cocked and primed, especially an Ameri- 
can and an Englishman. Mr. Barham soon 
took occasion to utter the word equahty, with a 
certain equivocal sarcastic tone, which is suffi- 
ciently expressive to apprehensive ears ; and 
the colonel snapped his rifle directly. 

" You don't approve of our system of equal- 
ity, I perceive, Mr. Barham." 

" To be frank, for you know we Englishmen 
always speak our minds, I do not." 

« Why so, sir ?" 

" Why, because I don't like the intrusive fa- 
miliarities of the vulgar ; i^or do I believe amy • 
system of government can subsist for a length 
of time without a decided broad distinction of 
ranks.*' 

« Why so, sir ?" 

^ Because my own reading, reflection, and 
experience have satisfied me that equahty in any 
iMpect, either as to rank or fortune, is an im- 
practicable, ruinous theory, which never can be 
realized." 

VOL. II. — p 11 
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« I differ with you, Mr. Barham. As to you 
reading and reflection, I will say nothing, for 
my maxim is, to appeal to experience, wherever 
resort can be had to it. May I ask whence you 
derive your conviction of the impossil>ility of a 
system of .equality as far as ranks are con- 
cerned ?" 

" From England, sir, from my own coun- 
try." 

" I don't exactly see how your experience can 
have any application to England, because she 
has never tried the system of equality, and can 
therefore know nothing" of its impracticability, 
or its ruinous effects, if it were practicable." 

" Why, sir, don't we every day see the conse- 
quences of the mob getting uppermost; de- 
struction of property and lives ?" 

" That is just because there is no equality 
among you, and not because there is. It is the 
sense of inequality, and its attendant wants 
and mortifications, that produce these violent 
eruptions of popular discontent. If you choose 
to call the people of this country all equal, very 
good. You don't see any mobs in Kentucky, 
nor anywhere else, except among those who 
bring with them from abroad those habits, and 
feelings, and old antipathies generated by the 
very absence of equality." 

" But how is it possible for one man to have 
a proper respect for another, without some feel- 
ing of inferiority on his part ? Without this, 
society must become a perfect bear-garden, aqd 
the intercourse between people essentially vw- 
gar and indiscriminate," said Mr. Barham. 

" That does not necessarily follow ; nay, it 
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does not follow at all. Surely, Mr. Barham, 
you cannot believe that courtesy, respect, and a 
due regard to the claims and feelings of others 
cannot be maintained without a sense of infe- 
riority on one part, and of superiority on the 
other. Is there no such sentiment in the hu- 
man mind as that of veneration for superior 
virtue, or talents ; no kindly feeling of one fel- 
low-being for another, that he should require a 
man to be called a lord, and to possess privileges 
of which he is denied a share, before he can 
properly respect him? If you come to the 
other sex, is there not beauty, virtue, the natural 
desire to please, and the universal passion of 
love to ensure them due tenderness and consid- 
eration, without their being called ladies ? So 
far indeed as I am acquainted with the coimtries 
where these distinctions of ranks prevail, that 
respect which the sacred institution of marriage 
requires from man to woman, and from wo- 
man to man, is not the most striking feature in 
the char^ter of the higher ranks." 

" But really now. Colonel Dangerfield, you 
have travelled, and seen the world; do you 
think it possible to introduce equality into Eng- 
land, without overturning every thing vener- 
able and sacred there ?" 

" I don't know exactly what you mean, Mr. 
Barham, by every thing venerable and sacred. 
If you mean abuses that have grown sacred by 
lonff proscription ; follies consecrated by time, 
and institutions that have become venerable, 
like ruined edifices, because they no longer an- 
swer the end of their creation ; if you refer to 
these, I don't believe that they can or will sur- 

f2 



J 



124 WESTWARD ho! 

Vive the adoption of a single feature in the sys- 
tem of equality. I admit the difficulty and 
danger of abolishing the distinction of ranks 
in coimtries where it has long prevjuled ; where 
every step and stage in life is graduated by the 
ladder of precedence ; and where the people, 
from education and long habit, have lost a]I 
other criterion of respect or reverence, but 
that of mere rank and title. Here, however, 
in this country it is quite different ; habit and 
education have prepared them to estimate other 
claims ; and though they may still retain some 
vestiges of the ancient delusion in respect to 
these things, there is nothing on the face of the 
earth which they would so soon resist as a per- 
son who should come and demand as a right 
any privilege or precedence, merely on the 
score of his title." 

" Very well, very well, sir, but you will yet 
live to see the futility of these notions^ that all 
men are equally wise, equally virtuous, equally 
brave ; and that therefore they must of neces- 
sity be made equally rich, equally honourable, 
and equal in all respects to their rulers." 

" Why do you not add, equally tall, equally 
fet, equally strong, and equally active 7" asked 
the colonel, smilm^ at this absurd view of 
equality, which is either ignorantly or wilfully 
made to represent the rational system of this 
country. " My dear sir, our policy is not found- 
ed on the complete overthrow, but the estab- 
lishment of the system of Providence, which 
hath ordained that there shall ever subsist a 
difference in the activity and capacity of man- 
kind, as well as in the opportunity, and the r#- 
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suits of their exercise. Everybody knows 
that it is impossible to regulate the conse- 
quences of all these, and that one will be 
wiser, richer, and happier than another, in spite 
of all laws to make them equal ; and in de- 
fiance of all efforts to regulate their course of 
action. Such is not our absurd system of 
equality, which consists simply in an equality of 
social and civil riff hts, granted and guarantied by 
the laws, over wiich we ourselves have a con- 
trol, each in his primitive character of a citizen, a 
portion of the government. There is not here, 
as in many, I may say in all parts of the Old 
World, one law for the king, another for the 
noble ; one law for the noble, another for the 
commone^ ; one law for the freeholder, another 
for the copyholder ; one law for the bishop, an- 
other for his curate. No, sir ; all the people are 
peers to each other ; peers of the BepuWic ; 
and you might as well assert that because 
every member of your House of Lords is the 
peer of the others, that, therefore, they must all 
be equally wise, rich, and noble ; that there 
can be no distinction between them ; that the 
idiot lawgiver must be held everywhere, and at 
all times equal to the wisest ; the poorest as rich 
as the Marquis of Stafford ; and that amonjr 
the nobles of England nothing but beastly fami- 
liarity and rank vulgarism can possibly prevail 
in their intercourse with each other." 

Mr. Barham discovered some litlle impatience 
at tliis long harangue. He himself spoke very 
quick, like a majority of his countrymen of the 
same cla^ ; while the colonel, like most Ameri- 
cans, delivered himself with great deliberation. 
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The worthy EngUshman had never been 
Washington to learn patience by attending tl 
debates in Congress ; he yawned more than on 
before he replied, — 

" Well, you have made out a pretty stror 
case. I think I could match it with a strong 
if there were time. You will excuse me. Col 
nel DangerjQeld, if I ask permission to retire 
but I cannot, I fear, excuse myself to this lac 
for being accessory to keeping her listening.! 
long. Good night. I must be up betimes : 
the morning, and will take my leave now ; f< 
I have arranged to meet the steamboat at Ne 
Madrid. I must be in New Orleans in a woe; 
at New York in a fortnight after, and in En| 
land a month after that, or I shall lose m 
chance of killing the first pheasant in the ffoc 
county of Kent. So good night, good nigh 
and thanks for your lecture and your hosp 
tality." 

Thus they parted, and thus endeth the cha] 
ter of equality. We feel, however, bound i 
honour to apprize the curious reader that Mr 
Judith Paddock never discovered whether th 
curls of the stranger were natural or " eyerlaa 
ing," and he niust be content to remain in iM 
dign ignorance for the time to come. For w 
grieve to say, it appears by the latest aocount 
that Mr. Barham not long since lost his breatl 
on the Manijhester railroad in an attempt t 
travel at the rate of sixty miles an hour, an( 
never recovered it again. 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

The best man of the village^ and other matters^ 

Nothing worthy of being handed down to 
posterity occurred in the village of Dangerj&eld- 
nlle until the expiration of some three weeks, 
iirhen Master Zeno Paddock received a packet 
tanked by the honourable Leonard Dangerfield, 
ind containing a printed copy of his maiden 
ipeech in the House of Assembly . In the United 
States, and more especially in the west, making 
L speech is considered equivalent to gaining a 
[Teat victory by sea or land. It constitutes an 
ira in the life of a young man, and with great 
eason ; for in a free coimnunity, where there 
xe no standing armies of any kind, either sol- 
liers or poUce, sufficient to enforce obedience, the 
ower of persuasion is the supreme power, and 
le who best wields it the true monarch. The 
lext day the Western Sun rose in all its glory ; it 
<mtained an accoimt of the great debate on the 
ubject of the small waxd collector's malversa- 
ions, which not only Involved many import- 
nt constitutional principles, but incidentally 
iffected the Uberties of the people,* and not only 
he people, but all their posterity. 

On this great question, according to the West- 
im Sun, " the honourable Mr, Stapvital spoke 
bur hours, with an eloquence never surpassed 
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in this or any other age ; the honourab 
Flamgudgeon followed on the other sid< 
speech of six hours, replete with argiimei 
profound investigation; he was answer 
the honourable Mr. Doddipol, who was c 
legs (or, as Zeno unfortunately had it, i 
upwards of eight hours, and electrified the 
by a display of oratory which Cicero 
have envied, and Tully strove in vain to 
The honourable Mr. Flapdowdle took th< 
on the other side; and in a speech of 
days presented a bird's eye view of the st 
Europe, from the decline and fall of the B 
empire to the decline and fall of Nap 
This occupied the first day. On the secc 
talked about railroads, -<^anals, internal i 
Zeno had it, infernal) improvements, the 
lands, state rights, and the tariff; and c 
third he discussed the subject of mattei 
things in general. It was a most po^ 
effort of eloquence. The speaker was ob 
several times to han^ down his head, as ii 
powered by the weight of argument ; s 
of the members nodded assent on various 
sions ; and many serious accidents happe: 
the little children, whose mothers and i 
were so fascinated by Mr. Flapdowdle' 
quence, that they forgot to go home aiw 
care of their domestic affairs. But whc 
honourable Mr. Dangerfield arose, you : 
hear the grass grow in the fields, there wai 
a deathlike silence. He commenced by 
enm exordium," (fee. (fee. Here followe 
speech, which, indeed, was one that di 
young man great honour, and was onb 
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dered almost ridiculous by the absurd praises 
of Master Zeno Paddock, who manufactured a 
whole column of fustian on thq occasion. 

On the adjournment of the legislature, which 
happened immediately after the great debate 
concerning the delinquency of the small ward 
collector, Leonard Dangerfield returned home, 
where he was received with affectionate pride 
by his family, and with enthusiasm by the 
people of the village, who decreed him the ova- 
tion of a barbecue. The young man was struck 
with the change which a few weeks had made 
in the looks of his sister, and, above all, in 
her deportment and temper. She was deadly 
pale, and the charming roundness of her figure, 
which had been fostered by the pure springs and 
pure air of the Kentucky uplands, had given 
place to a meager form, all lassitude and weak- 
ness. The alteration had not struck the pa- 
rents, who saw her every day ; but when Leon- 
ard pointed it out to them, their fears were 
greatly excited. A consultation was held, which 
ended in a plan for a little family tour and voy» 
age on the Mississippi, which, it was hoped^ 
might give a new direction to her feelings, by 
the change and variety of objects it would offer 
to her contemplation. Virginia gave a listless 
assent, and the thing was presently arranged. 
The great Pompey, who ^ew grayer and 
younger every day, and the little Pompey, now, 
a greater man than his ancestor, were to accom- 
pany them. But Mr. Littlejohn, after divers 
expressive yawns, decided, that as they would 
want an active i^rson to look roimd and take 

f3 
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care of matters and things about the place, he 
would stay at home. 

Jt was now the early autumn, when our trar- 
ellers set forth on horseback to strike some point 
of the Mississippi, whence they might embark 
in one of the steamboats which now began to ply 
regularly between St. Louis and New Orleans. 
Their object in this land journey was to rive 
Virginia the benefit of the exercise it afforaed. 
In the short period that had intervened since 
Ck)lonel Dangerfield sought the wilderness,— 
such are the rapid changes which the genius of 
freedom, the parent of courage, energy, and gene-, 
rous enterprise, produces in these regions — roads 
had been made in various directions, and little 
towns, destined in the imagination of the found- 
ers one day to become the mart of half the 
New World, had risen, or at least had been "laid 
out," as the phrase is, wherever a favouraUe 
situation presented itself Yet still, occasicmal 
parts of the ride were through primeval forests, 
the growth of the virgin earth, whose unex- 
hausted energies produced all the wonders of 
spontaneous vegetation. If it should pcradven- 
ture ever happen to our book to. be read by per- 
sons unacquainted with the energies which seem 
to be here communicated from the soil to its 
lords, they will doubtless marvel at the phe- 
nomenon of a young and delicate girl and an 
elderly matron thus travelling after me manner 
of the lady-errants of yore, on ambling palfieyj 
through unpeopled solitudes. But we assure 
them nothing is, or was a few years ago, more 
common ; and we ourselves were once acquaint- 
ed with a little fair-haired, blue-eyed western 
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[amsel that looked as delicate as a snowdrop, 
rho used to accompany her father, a senator of 
ie United States, to the seat of ffovemment, 
nd return with him (a <iistance of more than 
3Tcn hundred miles), on horseback. 
In due time our travellers reached a little 
iwn on the banks of the Mississippi— that 
lighty river, with a name abnost as long as its 
iterminable course — just in the nick of time to 
)t on board a steamboat on her way upwards. 
8 the vessel steered out from the shore into 
e rash and boiling stream, whose force ap- 
ared as if it might baffle all the powers phys- 
il and intellectual of that sturdy little emmet 
lept man, it was sublime to see how at first 
e trembled on being struck by the current, 
d stood still, as if to collect her energies for 
B great encounter of all that was consummate 
art with all that was tremendous in nature, 
first, it seemed doubtiul which would gain 
3 victory, until, by degrees, the boat began to 
send faster and faster, and dashed forward 
th a triumphant vigow:, which seemed to pro- 
lim that the power of art was irresistible. No 
e, indeed, can behold the change which these 
seels are now silently bringing^ about in the 
jat region of the west, and resist the conclu- 
n that the eenius of Fulton, whom the un- 
sierous rivalry of England has sought to rob 
th%glory of having consummated this noble 
''cntion, has laid the foundation of greater 
i more rapid changes in the New World than 
I fi^enius of Napoleon did. in the Old. 
Tke novelty of this mode of conveyance, and 
» beauty of the scenery, which, after passing 
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some distance up the river, opened bei 
gradually awakened Virginia from th 
of lassitude and hopeless indifference \ 
by degrees usurped the 'dominion of 
active, energetic mind. The long i 
torn" called Bois Bruld, which by th 
Thebans of the broad-horns has been 
English under the name of " Bob R 
Cornice Rock, forming a regular mai 
of perpendicular strata, and exhibitii 
appearance of a long castellated ram 
High Tower, rearing itself out of the 
the swift current in lonely grandeur 
famed " Sycamore-root," that spot inl 
the logbooks of Mississippi navigatoi 
wreck of many a stately broad-horn ; 
ing of the boat across the river, from 
adverse current to the favourable < 
manoeuvring to avoid the snags and 
names of dangerous import ; and a 
other novelties, all rapidly succeed 
other, restored a temporary spring a 
fulness of heart, to wMbh for some tina 
been a stranger. 

When tired of the river, they went 
the little towns on its banks, and st 
another boat, until finally they re£ 
Louis, which, standing near the poin 
tion of two of the greatest rivers of 
aspires with the claim of legitimacy U 
eminence, of which the people seem 
they can form no sufficient idea. He 
was old was French, and all that 
American. It is the land of saints; St 
St. Louis, St. Genevieve, St. Francis, s 
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more ;. and the crosses of the churches mark 
the abodes of the ancient faith. The residence , 
of the FrenchmsLn was mote picturesque in the 
distance ; its mud walls, neatly whitewashed, 
appeared beautiful in the midst of rich meadows, 
or on the borders of prairies adorned with har- 
vests of flowers, casting forth the perfumes of 
a hundred Arabies. liie Yankee, on the con- 
trary, follows his own fashion ; and as it seems 
tlft destiny of that revolutionary race to change 
every thin? wheresoever they go, our travellers 
eoula easily detect the commencement of the 
wonders they achieve in their incessant wan- 
derings. 

It is curious to reflect on the odd confusion 
of names to be found in this and every other 
portion of the United States. The early set- 
flers seem to have put in requisition the four 
quarters of the world. St. Francis and Perry, 
St. Charles and Monroe, St. Louis and Madi- 
son, St. Genevieve and Jefierson, Hannibal and 
Potosi, Belle Fontaine and Herculaneum, New 
Madrid and Tywapatia, Palmyra and Blufllon, 
Caledonia and Kaskaskias, Tiber andWaconda, 
Pinkney and Grenville, Columbia and Cote sans 
Dessein, not forgetting the Big Black Fork of 
Little White River, and a thoui^and more, all 
form a portion of the body politic of the state 
of Missouri, and all lie peaceably together side 
by side. Some owe their existence nere to the 
attachments of men who came from hi distant 
countries ; some to religious feelings ; some to 
classical recollections ; some to a patriotic at- 
taclwient to distinguished liames; some to 
vanity; and some to caprice. The whole eMa* 

12 
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bination marks the association of people coming 
from distant regions of the earth, and here per- 
petuating, as &r as possible, the. country of theii 
mthers or the place or their nativity. The 
names of a few of the great rivers may, per- 
haps, serve- to keep alive the recollection of the 
first lords of the soil long after every other me- 
morial has passed away 

One of the most novel as well as enchanting 
scenes in nature is the prairie, or delta, exteiM- 
ing te a distance of many nSdles between the 
two great rivers. It is for a considerable por- 
tion of the year one sea of flowers, one wide 
region of fragrance ; and its features differ from 
those of any other lands in any other country. 
Not a tree is to be seen except upon its outer 
edge, and the blue horizon meets it everywhere, 
forming a long straight line, without the least 
appearance of irregularity or undulation. As 
you cast your eye over it, it is all one series of 
deceptions. Sometimes, owing to a particular 
istate of the atmosphere, or the position of the 
sun, distances and objects are increas^ or di- 
minished like the vagaries of the phantasma- 
goria ; things that are near will appear as if at 
a great distance, and those at a distance at other 
times seem as if you could almost touch them. 
Now a bird will seem as if touching the sky 
with its head, and anon the herds appear like 
an assemblage of insects. One day it was pro- 
posed to Yirgfinia to make an excursion to St. 
Charles, ana visit at the same time the Ma- 
melles, as the French have aptly called them, — 
a succession of fine regular bluf^ of great he^ht, 
and commanding a full view of the beautiful 
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scenery in the vicinity, after which they were to 
return to a little old picturesque French village, 
there to sojourn awhile if they should find com- 
fortable accommodations. They passed a de- 
lightful morning in rambling among the endless 
variety of flowers, or on the summits of the 
Mamelles, whence they could distin^sh the 
two vast streams which here unite m a spot 
worthy of them both. Nothing could be more 
beautiful to the eye, nothing more ennobling to 
the imagination, which carried them to the dis- 
tance 01 thousands of miles, to the remote and 
ahnost unknown, unvisited regions whence 
they receive their first tribute from some name- 
less spring m some nameless mountain recess 
or hidden forest. After banqueting on the 
scene till almost satiated with its redundant 
beauties, they rode over to th/e French village, 
where they round tolerable accommodations at 
the house of a httle old Frenchman, like all his 
gallant nation, good-humoured, polite, and de- 
voted to the ladies. 

But he did not like the Yankees, by which 
term he designated the Americans in general. 
They had begtm terrible inroads upon the old 
customs of the village, and to make the dust of 
antiquity, which had been quietly gathering 
there for two centuries, fly at a great rate. 
** They are commencing their pestilential im- 
provements," said he, "and one has nothing to 
do now but to work all day to be only as com- 
fortable as we used to be without working at 
aU. When I first came Tiere, one had only to 
apply to the governor, and he gave him as mudi 
land as ht could cultivate, wimout slaving hiin- 
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Mlf to death, for the price of a small fee to hii 
secretary. Now Congress makes everybody pay 
for it, and in a little while the Yankees make 
it worth so much that it is enough to ruin a 
man to buy it. In fact, they increase the price 
of every thing, and I myself have been obliged 
to descend to the honour of entertaining the la- 
dies at my house, in order to keep up with the 
march of improvement, as they call it. Diable, 
monsieur ! the Yankees are so busy, they have 
no time to go to church except on Sunday, and 
instead of hearing the bells ring so charmingly 
from morning to night, as they used to do here 
when the people had nothing to do but pray 
and dance, parbleu ! these heretics eat fish, 1 
believe, every day when they can get them, ex- 
cept in Lent. Ah ! monsieur, the old French 
regime — ^the old Spanish regime much more 
charming. Ah! so easy, so — what you call *f — 
ah ! yes, so lazy as the Yankees say. No gen- 
tleman, no noblesse, no aristocracy now. Eh 
bien! never mind — can't be helped. Mai' 
brook son — " and he skipped off, hununing the 
old French air with right good will. 

Having performed liis vocation, whatever it 
was, he returned, just as a tall, raw-boned, ath- 
^letic fellow was standing opposite the window 
'of the hotel, pronouncing himself to be half 
horse, half aili^tor, and a little of the snap- 
ping-turtle ; and aflirming, with a few original 
oaths peculiar to this latitude, that he could 
whip his weight in wild cats, there being no 
back out in him or any of his breed. He was 
aUl the way from Roaring River, and had once 
rode through a crab-apple orchard on a flash of 
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lightning, besides performing several other re- 
markable feats too tedious to mention. 

" Pray, monsieur, who is that valiant per- 
son ?" asked Colonel Dangerfield. 

"Ah! that is the best man in the village. 
Diable ! under the French and Spanish regime, 
the good priest was the best man ; now this 
half horse, half alligator is the best. Voilk, 
monsieur ! he goes about, he challenges every- 
body, he whips everybody, and then, diable! 
he calls himself the best man m the village ! 
Hey, begar ! this is one way of being good, I 
think. 'Tis what they call one Yankee notion, 
I suppose." 

The best man in the village was. in fact, a 
sort of Ge6Tge-a-Green, a Pinder of Wakefield, 
the champion of the community, the glass of 
fashion, the director of public opinion among 
his fellow-boatmen, and a sort of privileged out- 
law who played all sorts of pranks with a pre- 
scriptive impunity originating in that involun- 
tary respect which is everywhere paid among 
the common people to strength and courage 
combined. Yet he was not ill-natured nor 
blood-thirsty, but was actuated by a false taste 
rather than a bad heart. Such men mark the 
existence of a state of society in which the 
physical and pugnacious qualities predominate 
over the intellectual ; and their disappearance, 
like that of the buffalo and beaver, is a sure 
sign that civilization is at hand. In the van 
of life, where every step and every station is 
beset with dangers from the wild beast and the 
wild man, courage is the quality of all others 
most in request ; and it is not to be wondered 
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at if the disposition to do battle should l 
chronic, ana subsist long after the necessi 
eeased. The best man of the village 
have been a treasure surrounded by dai 
he was little better thui a nuisance in f 
iied community. 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

I 

A philosopher in rags. 

The little village in which our travellers so- 
ioumed, was one of those old establishments 
^rhich seem destined never to grow any larger. 
tt was inhabited by a mild, amiable rsure — the 
descendants of the early French emigrants, of 
i^hose character it is sufficient to say that they 
ivere the only people that ever gained the 
Sections and confidence of the wild abo- 
riginal race of North America. It was a 
primitive Catholic settlement ; and whether it 
is owing to the number of saints' days and 
holydays in this ancient and venerable code, 
or from any other cause, we have heard it 
observed, that in the old countries the peopte 
of this persuasion are, in general, not so active 
and industrious as those of many others. Per- 
haps the vast number of charitable institu- 
tions connected with this church in almost 
every country, and the custom of distributing 
alms, or food, on particular days, to all comers, 
by relieving the poor from the necessity of ex- 
ertion, may contribute not a little to the eflFect 
orhich we have noticed. There was a little 
church, the bell of which seemed never quiet, 
and the only busy man in the village was the 
bdl*ringer. Other than this, there was little or 
riothing to disturb the repose of tiie ^ood people, 
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who had long lived, and might have long I 
in contented simplicity, had not the transfe 
the vast region of Louisiana, the only em 
ever acquired without the expense of a dro 
blood, paved the way for the intrusion of tl 
" cochon Yankees," as the old French land 
called them in hiq sleeve, who straight 
began, as usual, to turn every thing uf 
down. By their pestilent activity they rend 
it absolutely necessary that everybody sh< 
be 83 stirring as themselves, in order to 1 
pace with the progress of the new comers ; 
though an indolent community may do ^ 
well by itself, the moment it comes in cor 
or in rivalry with one that is active and in 
trious, it must so the way of all flesh, o: 
commodate itself to the circumstances of 
times, and exert all its energies to prevent 
ing far in the rear of the rest of the world 
"Ah! monsieur," said the landlord, an 
remnant of the ancient regime : " Ah ! r 
sieur, the Yankee are one great people, 
then she always so busy, busy, busy, mon 
noon, and night. Diable I she don't give ] 
selves time to say their prayers, I think, 
come here among us, and she must ave 
road: very well, the road is make at 
Eh bien ! fiien she must ave a canal right '. 
side of him, and everybody must give m( 
ibr him. Very good, then we shall ave 
streets, a new court-house, a new market, 
a new church. So she come round for r 
money for that. Then she goes on, busy, b 
busy, never satisfied, more work, more mo 
and all for the dem pubUque good. Diable 



WXtTWAll]} 90! Ul 

l0r what the publique ever do for me that I 
work for him if he was the king himself? 
, monsieur, we ave got new road, new 
, new court-house, new market, and new 
*h ; and now I say to myself, ha, hah ! I 
she must ave satisfaccion at last. Phew ! 
ch thing ; she must ave town meeting to 
» the policy ; then she must ave town 
ng to choose the legislator; then she 
ave town meeting to send the president and 
ireau all to le diable, for something I don't 
. Eh bien ! all this done, I say ha hah ! 
11 dance and sing now a leetle. Phew ! 
leu, no such thing. Next time all this to 
er again. The government machine out 
ier, she say, and must set it right again. 
B go, year after year, making tne grande 
)vement, and mending the government ; 
ve Frenchmen, bongre, malgre, must do 
thing de haute lutte, when we had much 
r do nothing at all. Peste ! that I shall 
»ndemned to live in one dem country, 
rs in want of improvement, under ^gov- 
ent that always want mending. What 
all ? Ah\ the dem self-government more 
le than she is worth, I think. For my 
monsieur, I like somebody shall take it off 
smds, and let me dance a leetle some time. 
! yonder comes one great politician, one 
1 tariff man, as she caU himself." 
ch was the harangue of mine host to Leo- 
Dangerfield, as they sat on the little piazza 
e hotel in social chit-chat during the 
ce of the rest of the family, who had 
L a walk to see the ancient church, which 
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was now open, and the bell ringing, as usual, 
most musically melancholy. The interruption 
was occasioned by the approach of one of those 
wandering vagabonds not "unfrequently seen 
haunting the precincts of village taverns. He 
came up, and planting his stick on the s^round, 
crossed his arms in rest, and remained looking 
at them in silence, as if waiting to be noticed 
At first Leonard took him for one of those pes- 
tilent outlaws who, having wasted their sub- 
stance at the tavern, ever afterwards assume 
the privilege of hanging about the doors, and 
abusing the landlord for not trusting them, now , 
that their money is all spent. If wars answer ! 
any good purpose, it is doubtless in ridding the . 
country of these worthless excrescences, who , 
seldom fail to get swept off by recruiting parties j 
in their progress through the villages. They j 
hardly ever return, being excellent food for , 
powder ; and if spared by arms, generally fill j 
victims to their former vices in the end. j 

His dress displayed innumerable incongrai- i. 
ties, being composed, or rather decomposed, of 
the remnants of many fragments of finery, pre- 
posterously disposed about his person. His 
coat had tfeen once military, the rusty buttons 
bearing the vestiges of our national symbols, 
the soaring eagle and the thirteen stars ; his 
waistcoat was of embroidered satin, with old- 
fashioned flaps, such as might have once ap- 
pertained to a player : his trousers of hoine- 
spun tow linen, and his shoes, but of these 
little remained, for his wanderings had left his 
feet almost bare. On his head he wore an old 
cocked hat, ornamented by a wreath of erer- 



WISTWAED HO ! . 143 

1MI8 and fiuled flowers, and something like a 
tar of tin was fastened on the breast of his 
oat. The landlord accounted for his military 
ostume by the circumstance of his having ex- 
hanged his former clothes with a worthless 
ischarged soldier, who had cheated him. The 
matures of the peripatetic, though haggard, 
jualid, dirty, and almost hidden by an enormous 
ashy beard, still wore the remains of an as- 
ect of some interest ; and his black eyes, 
lough sunk deep in his head, sparkled with a 
»tless animation, indicating an active or a 
oubled mind. 

The worthy host afiected to take no notice 
f the intruder, and continued to discuss the 
irious subjects of war, commerce, agriculture, 
anufactures, matters which every man with- 
. the limits of these United States, understands^ 
least as well as the mother that bore him. 
hey were, however, interrupted from time to 
ne by the man of rags, who, without raising 
s chin from his crossed arms, or his arms 
3m his stick, now and then made a strange 
ndom observation, as he seemed to catch and 
imprehend a portion of the conversation be- 
reen Leonard and mine host. Thus, on hear- 
g the words domestic manufactures, he 
luckled forth an odd dry laugh, and pointing 
his trousers, exclaimed, in a hoarse hollow 
)ice, which indicated that he was labouring 
ider a severe cold, — 

" Loojc ! I am a ffreat advocate for domestic 
anufactures ; a black spider spun and wove 
ese ; they were stitched with the needle of a 
»mpa8s that pointed nine ways from Sunday. 
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Don't you see every stitch squints a < 
wayr 

Just then a mosquito settled on h 
which he caught, and squeezing the bl 
of his body — 

" Good ! mosquitoes are your true in 
diers ; they live by blood. Huzza ! 
shall conquer the whole nation one. < 
odd-come-shorts, and make every galli 
field-marshal." 

Then, approachinff nearer, he asked 1 
lord, "if he could ten him the reason ^ 
washed their hands with their tongues, 
after their tails." On his replying in t 
tive, the ragged Theban exclaimed m 
temptuously — 

" Tut ! then eo and twist your grj 
into a rope, and hang yourself on a su| 
as I mean to do as soon as mine gro 
enough. You see I am nursing it, di 
sleep all night in the fields with my fa 
the moon ; they say it turns fish roti 
men's brains upside down ; but I don't 
word of it, or I should have been mad 1 
instead of being a philosopher. But vi 
I saying ? O ! I sleep with my face ti 
to the moon : they say it's made of greei 
but I doubt that, for it would have be< 
my ears long ago in a shower of t 
You'd be surprised at the queer things 
in the stars tl^re, sometimes, when c 
is asleep ; some1;hink they govern meq 
my part I go by the moon when it shi 
when it goes down I strike fire with ti 
potatoeft) und study philosophy till my e 
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into dark lanterns, and wiU-of-the-wisp leads 
me into the mire. He was a blind dancing- 
master once." ! 

" Don't pester the gentleman witn your non- 
sense, but go about your business ; go to sleep, 
that is the best thing you can do.'' 

" Sleep ! Landlonl, did you ever see a goose 
stand sentry on one leg, to keep itself awake '/ 
that is your true reason : a philosopher must 
hare a reason for every thing. Do you know 
why a goose always stands on her left, and a 
gaimer on his right leg ?" 

^ Diable ! not I," answered mine host, petu- 
lantly* 

" Then how dare you talk to a philosopher, 
most ignorant publican, and justly classed with 
sinners? I saw your fate in- Mercury last 
night ; you'll be hanged for feloniously robbing 
a cask of your own whiskey, and filling it up 
with water." 

" I believe you've ^t too much whiskey in 
your head ; you are m love with whiskey Fm 
afraid," said the other. 

" Love ! What do such pieces of old worm- 
eaten parchment as you know of love ? I was 
in love once myself before I turned astrono- 
mer, and was bubbled by the moon out of the 
sixpenny worth of wits my fatlier left me £>r 
an inheritance." He put his hand to his fore- 
head, as if to recall something. 

*^I have it. I remember it was the year be- 
hind the flood, before the grass grewy or swal- 
UywB built their nests in young men's whiskerSi 
or cows fed in the churchyards, or sextons 
laughed in their aleeviee wbsn oCbar paopto 
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were crying. I forget her name — ^I forget her 
name, though it used to be music to me. But 
it's no ffreat matter now ; for if we had married, 
I should certainly have killed her with kind- 
ness, and then I should have howled for it. 
They said I should marry her when I lost my 
wits ; but I valued them too highly, and stuck 
to them like death to an old negro. But, would 
you think it? she fell in love with a wig- 
block in a barber's window, and left me, because, 
as I afterwards heard, the story went I lost my 
wits in searching out a way to be married with- 
out losing my soul for it. But here is the whole 
story in black and white. I wrote it one night 
in the churchyard. Read it, read it; it will 
make you laugh ready to split your sides. You 
can give it me again in the churchyard, where 
I wdk every clear night, and study the lying 
epitaphs. It ma!kes me laugh — ha, ha, ha ! it 
makes me laugh to think how easy it is to be a 
good man on a tombstone !" Sajring this, he 
handed an old soiled paper to Leonard, who had 
been musing in painful perplexity at his dis- 
jointed chat, and went away as merry as mad- 
ness could make him. 

As Leonard Dangerfield listened to the wan- 
derings of the poor itinerant, and scanned more 
attentively his appearance and manner, he felt 
a vague, dreamy sort of impression that some- 
where, and at some time or other, he had seen 
him before. He fancied he could perceive 
something about him indicating that he was 
one who had seen better days. It is difficult to 
define what it was, but, in the language of ro- 
niance, it was that m3r8teriou8 somethinsf of 
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iiich neither rags, poverty, nor desolation of 
3art can strip abeing whose mind has once 
ien embellished with die graces of intellectual 
ifinement. He held the paper in his hand 
hile he question,ed the lan^ord, who informed 
m that the poor creature had first made his 
»pearance in the village about a fortnight he- 
re, pretty, much in the state he was now. He 
emed perfectly harmless, and found little dif- 
ulty in obtaining of the charitable a suffi- 
jncy to supply the necessities of hunger. He 
d either forgotten his name, or desi^ediy 
pt it a secret; for he would not disclose 
her that or the place whence he came. He 
ver accepted of ^ bed for the night ; but 
len the weather was fair slept, as he said, at 
B sign of the moon and seven stars ; and when 
was foul, he would not tell where, As the 
idlord finished these details, Dangerfield ac- 
lentally turned his eye on the paper which 
had continued to hold in his hand. He 
ixted, and uttered an exclamation of painful 
rprise ; for it was an old letter in his own 
ndwriting, directed to Dudley Rainsford, and 
lich he had written him on receiving the in- 
mation of his having saved the life of Vir- 

lia. 

" Good God !" exclaimed he ; " can it be pos- 
)le that I should not have known him !" 
" Known whom ?" asked the landlord, inqui- 

ivcly. 

The question brought liim to his recollection, 
d mine host being called away, he was left a 
V moments alone to consider of the course to 
pursued in this deUcate emergency. The 

o 2 
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result was a determination to keep the mattei 
a secret from Virginia, while he sought an in 
terview with the wandering b^sar, whom he 
contemplated placing in some asylum where he 
would be kindly treated, and where his sister 
might never have an opportunity of having her 
feelings harrowed up by witnessing his mise- 
rable plight. He had scarcely setued this in 
his mind when the party returned. Virginia 
seemed in better spirits than she had been for a 
long time ; she described the incidents of their 
walk, the church, the altar, the pious pictures 
painted by artists more remarkable for their or- 
thodoxy than their skill, and the v^ious little 
peculiarities that so strikingly mark the differ- 
ence between the forms of the Catholic and 
those of the religion in which she had been 
brought up, with a degree of spirit wid vivacity 
which caused her parents to exchange glances 
of encouraging sympathy. But the anxiety 6f 
Leonard prevented his partaking in these newly- 
awakened hopeis ; for he felt a presentiment 
that there was m store for the poor girl a trial 
more severe than any she had yet endured. 
Virginia noticed this, and rallied him, but inef- 
fectually. He took the earliest opportunity to 
walk out in search of the wandering- mendicant. 
But he was nowhere to be found, and he re- 
turned with a determination to urge their de- 
parture early in the morning. His plan was to 
forget his pocket-book, or something of value, 
that might furnish a pretext for his returning 
immediately and resuming his search for Rains- 
ford, which he resolved to proisecuto until all 
hope of discovery was lost. 
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CHAPTER XIV. , 

A criticism on epitaphs* 

Though it was now hazy autumn, yet tlie 
air in this mild climate was quite genial at 
times, and the calm silence of the night in tbU 
orderly httle village invited to contemplation 
as weU as repose. The chamber of Virginia 
looked into the churchyard of the little ancient 
edifice, where reposed the ashes of the genera- 
tion^ that had passed away. The region of the 
narrow house was marked by those expressive 
little hillocks whose ominous size and shape 
give token of the uses to which they are appro- 
priated. Nature, as if abhorring the very idea 
of extinction, seldom, if ever, forms any thing 
like a grave ; and go where we will, in the 
churchyard, the forest, or the field, we can tell 
almost instinctively the spot where repose the 
last remnants of mortaUty from all others. 
Most of the graves were marked by a wliite 
cross, the emblem of an ancient and respect- 
able faith ; and a few distinguished by tomb- 
stones of snowy marble, standing like sheeted 
ghosts of dignity and distinction amid the lowly 
plebeian race around them, affording signi- 
ficant indications that pride as well as hop& 
looks beyond the grave. The little gray church, 
unspoilt by paint, had an air of dignity de- 
rived from its antique form and simple plain^ 
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ness, which well harmonized with the pious 
ends to which it had been so long consecrated. 
It called not up ideas of pride, or wealth, or 
arrogance, but of primitive simplicity, dignified 
poverty, and lowly hupiility, which better, far 
better than all the vulgar trappings of decora- 
tion, all the titles of ecclesiastical aristocracy, 
accord with the vocation of those whose high- 
est, most endearing title is that of a shepherd, 
whose most dignified employment that of tend- 
ingtheir flocks. 

Th« night had been some time on the track 
of morning as Virginia sat contemplatibg the 
scene before her, and occasionally soaring into 
the regions of the past or the fiiture, as memory 
or imagination took the reins. The waning 
moon, "like sky-hung Indian bow," was fast 
sinking towards the western horizon, and the 
long shadows began to be more and more indis- 
tinct. Beyond the church she had a full view 
of the river, across which a single line of light 
threw its long narrow radiance, looking Uke a 
silver bridge athwart some fabled tide, for the 
nymphs and river-gods to enact their niffhtly 
sports, or bask in the rays of the regent oi the 
starry empire. 

Presently her attention was attracted by the 
appearance of a figure bounding from the little 
porch of the church, and bending its steps 
among the quiet people ; now stopping; as if to 
read the inscriptions ; now hurrymff uom one 
io another, and anon throwing itself full length 
on a grave. The moon now sank behin^^the 
Mamelles, and in the starry light she could not 
distinguii^ whether it was maa or woiiwi; 
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but that it was something human she was sure, 
(or the indistinct murmurings of a human voioe 
fell fidntly on her ear at intervals. After re- 
maining quiet on the bed of death, it started up 
on a suaden, and seemed to be employed in dig- 
ging with its hands. Virginia was happily ig- 
norant of the refinements of a highly-cultivated 
state of society, one of the indications of which 
is the existence of a race of wretches who vio^ 
late the sanctity of the tomb, and bring about 
an untimely resurrection of those sacred re- 
mains which savages revere, and none but 
Christians violate. Yet still she shuddered 
with a vague horror at the midnight occupa- 
tion of the figure, which, after continuing awhile 
apparently scratching up the earth, all of a sud- 
den ceased, on hearing the faint sound of oars 
proceedm^ from a boat coming down the river, 
and sonant concealment in the >place from 
whence it had emerged. Curiosity retained 
her at the window some time longer, but, see- 
ing it did not return, she sought her pillow ; 
and it was not till the first crowing of the cock 
that the gentle visitant of night poured the bless- 
ing of oblivion on her pillow. 

She arose in the morning pale and languid, 
and answered the inquiries of her firiends by 
relating what she had seen during the night. 
Various were the conjectures of the parents, but 
Leonard said nothing. He had his suspicions, 
but wisely kept them to himself, as every dis- 
creet man should. The honest landlord,^ how- 
ever, soon set them all to rights. It was a 
^host, which had appeared at about the same 
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hour for ten or twelve nights in succession, to 
the great consternation of the village. 

" But Father Jacques will be here to-morrow," 
said he, ^^ and soon settle his business." 

" Why don't you set a watch, and find out 
who or what it is ?" asked Colonel Dangerfield. 

"Why, monsieur, we did; but somehow or 
other, just before the time it generally comes 
they all got so sleepy they couldn't keep their 
eyes open; and as tfiey couldn't well watch 
with them shutj you know, monsieur, they 
thought they might as well go home and sleep 
quicUy in their beds." 

"A very judicious decision, certainly. But 
didn't the Yankee curiosity induce some of 
them to see it out?" 

" O no, monsieur ; the Yankees don't believe 
in any thinff, I think. They doubt the divine 
rij^ht of the King and the infallibility of the pope. 
Diable ! I was wrong ; they do believe in roads, 
canals, and the blessings of liberty." 

The appearance of the ghost made Leonard 
Dangerfield more anxious than ever to leave 
the village, and he pressed it with such earnest- 
ness, that Virginia could not help asking, — 

"Why, Leonard, what has come over you? 
I never saw you in a fidget before. I do be- 
lieve you are firightened at the prospect of a 
visit from the ghost." 

" Perhaps I am," said he, with a sad sort of 
smile. 

"Well, for my part, I have not seen a place 
since we left home I like so well as this httle, 
odd, old-fashioned village ; it is so quiet and so 
idle, that I feel infected with a delightftd indi- 
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nation to stay here and do nothing all the rest 
of my life." 

But Leonard urged their departure so strenu- 
ously,, and gave so many good reasons that 
were good for nothing, that it was at length 
settled to leave the village immediately after 
breakfast. Accordingly, after receiving the com- 
pliments of mine host, who declared to Mrs. 
Dangerfield he was much puzzled to tell the 
mother from the daug^hter; and to Virginia, 
laying his hand on his heart, that he was in 
despair at her going ; they set out on their re- 
turn to St. Louis. Immediately on their arri- 
val, Leonard discovered the loss of his pocket- 
book, and declared the necessity of returning to 
look for it. Virginia laughed, which she had 
seldom done of late. 

' " Well, I declare Tm almost glad of it. Never 
let me hear you again scold me for dropping a 
handkerchief, or tell me to my face that one 
quarter of my life has been spent in looking for 
lost keys. If you do, I shall certainly quote the 
incident of the pocket-book. Shall I lend you 
some money to pay your expenses? Poor 
man!'' ' 

" Some young men would be willing to lose 
their pocket-books for such a smile as that," 
said Leonard, gayly. I 

This speech turned thecurrentofherthoughts 
into their accustomed channel, and checked her * 
vivacity in a moment. She thought of who it 
was that once valued her smiles, and soon be- 
came lost in a labjrrinth of doubts and anxieties 
as to what had become of him. The stream 
fliat has been diverted from its course by arti- 
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ficial means returns with accelerated force 1 
its wonted channel, carrying all before it, as 
deepening its bed. 

Leonard Dangerfield lost no time in retun 
ing to the village, where he foimd his pocke 
hdok without dmiculty, but did not find po( 
Rainsford, who, except when compelled b 
hunger, never appeared ; for it seemed he ha 
some secret haunt which no one had disco^ 
ered, or indeed thought worth seeking. H 
hopes now rested on the night, and he ^tione 
himself at a window which commanded a vie' 
of the churchyard, with a resolution to wate 
as long as he could keep himself awake, 
was 8^er midnight, and the silence of deat 
reigned in the viflage, when he saw somethin 
moving about among the tombstones an 
graves with Uttle white crosses. Determine 
at once to satisfy his doubts as to the natui 
of -this mystery, he sallied forth and cautioiisl 
entered the churchyard, where, shrouded amon 
the high grass he at length discovered the ol 
ject of his search, lying with his face upwards 
as he had described himself in his interview 
with the landlord. 

<< Rainsford ! Rainsford !" said Leonard, in i 
gentle tone. 

"Whose ghost are you?" exclaimed he, bound 
ing on his feet ; " if you're a lawyer, here' 
your fee ; if a doctor, you must demand it o 
the good folks hereabouts. You'll find aJl you 
patients here." 

" Don't talk so madly, Rainsford ; you knoi 
who I am well enough." 

^ Yes, I know you ; you're the preacher thi 



WESTWARD ho! 155 

Sve me such a knock on the head with his 
ble that I had nothing but texts in it for a 
month. But you needn't come here, for these 
people never subscribe to build churches, or 
print tracts. Let the old worm-eaten trunks 
alone, can't you." 

" Come with me, Rainsford, come into the 
house and they will give you a comfortable bed, 
come." 

" Pooh ! don't you see I am digging my grave ? 
when I've done it I shall come and bury myself 
slyly, for fear of the doctors. You must know, 
old black coat, this is consecrated ground, and 
your true orthodox worm won't eat a heretic. 
So I shall be safe enough, like a mole, if I only 
once get under ground." 
''Bainsford, dear Rainsford ! come with me.'' 
"IJow often must I tell you my name is not 
Rainsford ? that is the name of a race that all 
ran mad* Now I, sir, Mr. Snortgrace I mean, 
I am as much in my senses as the man in the ^ 
moon himself. Come, come, sit down here, 
and we'll have a talk; a little piece of se- 
cret biography, for there's nobody to blab here." 
He drew Leonard towards a grave, who, being 
determined to humour him, sat down by his 
side. 

" Yes, here, here— no, here on this grave — 
there's one below that broke his mother's heart, 
and 3ret he escaped hanging, and got an excel- 
lent epitaph. I wonder if the worms have any 
stomach for such rascals. Just here is an- 
other pretty boy that was h2uiged for murder, 
yet they gave him a pubUc funeral, and made 
a MUBit of him afterwards. And hire's a pre* 
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cious fellow, who went about begging mooef 
for a poor widow, and then pocketed "me whole 
on pretence that her dead husband owed him 
money. Yet he got a funeral sermon, and was 
buried with the honours of war." 

Leonard again urged him to go into the 
house, for the morning air was homing raw 
and cold, and the white fogs were rising lazily 
from the river, with fever and agues on their 
wings. 

" What !" cried he, " are you afraid of your 
precious bones ? My bones are of steel, and 
my heart is flint, and so when I feel cold Fte 
nothing to do but strike fire with them and 
warm myself Don't you think that an eccmo- 
miceil way of making fire, old Snortgrace ? FB 
not stir a peg ; go to bed yourself, if you had 
rather sleep than talk reason. If you'd only 
stay I'd tell you why one star is bigger than 
another. I am in jolly company, and see how 
gloriously my drawing-room is lighted. No 
wonder your ghosts of any taste love tc^ walk 
by moonlight." 

Just then a cloud darkened the low waning 
moon. 

" Ay, ay, my lady I you may well hide your 
face. I'll swear there is spmething villanous 
going on in the world just now ; and you 
turn your back, Uke a watchman, that yew 
may pretend not to see it. Some plunderer is 
abroad; adultery and seduction is going pn 
somewhere ; or else — ^yes, that must be it; 
some murderer is lifting his knile to send some 
one to kingdom-come before his time. Fll tall 
you, what, &iortgrace, if tiMrs it any part^ 
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the day that is irretrievably d — d, it must be 
from midnight to daylight." 

Here he nimbled about very busily for a few 
moments, paying no attention to the persua* 
fiions and remonstrances of Dangerfield. 

" I wish I could find it." 

« What ?" said the other. 

" It is erected to the glorious memory of a 
fellow that cheated his orphan sisters out of 
fifty thousand dollars, and tried to cheat hea- 
ven by making it an accomplice, and building 
a church with part of the money. It would 
surprise you to read what a good man he was 
for all that ; he built this church with part of 
his sisters' portion. They lie somewhere yon- 
der, without a memorial ; but Fve an idea they 
don't' howl quite so musically as some folks. 
See ! the business is done," continued he, as the 
moon emerged from the cloud ; " there's some 
poor damsel the worse for the last half hour ; 
or what's just as likely, there's hot blood smok- 
ing on some knife that will be used to cut bread 
with next Sunday." 

Iieonard was becoming chilled with cold, 
and impatient withal at this rambling folly, and 
asked him, 

" Will you go home with me, for the last 
time?" 

" No, I scorn to accept bed or board from any 
man. I am a fellow of clear estate, and pay 
my way as I go. I owe nobody a shilling, and 
here I mean to sleep till doomsday, which is the 
day before to-morrow, according to last years' 
almanac — hie jacet — ^look here — her« I am," 
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and he threw hunself, or rather sunk down 
the ground: ''Here, between two capital f 
lows ; on one side is a lawyer, who never € 
erted himself but in a bad cause ; and on t 
other a client, who was ruined by gaining 
lawsuit. Worshipftil company ! Good ni^l 
Snortgrace, I must to my studies, now I thii 
of it, and not lie idle here. There's a learn 
mouse discussing the folios, yonder ; I must , 
and assist him, for some passages are a lit 
too hard for his teeth. Good day, good da 
old Snortgrace." 

He attempted to rise, but the stiifness occ 
sioned by the chill of* the night, added to t 
exhaustion of his frame by abstinence the whc 
day, and violent declamations during the pi 
ceoing interview, had so worn him out that 1 
sunk down again, and became perfectly silei 
On attempting to raise him, Dang^rfield foui 
his hmbs were entirely relaxed, and th 
he had become insensible. He exerted 1: 
strength, lifted his light emaciated body fro 
the ground, and bore him into the house, whe 
he laid him on his own bed, and roused tl 
landlord to his assistance. By degrees he i 
covered his animation, but his pulse was hi^ 
his skin burnt like fire, and a physician ben 
sent for in the morning, pronounced him in 
high fever. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Showing how one enemy drives away another. 

The situation of Rainsford caused great per- 
plexity to Leonard Dangerfield. He could not 
think of leaving him until all was decided, and 
his stay would occasion anxiety to his family, 
unless he accounted for his absence. How to 
do this he did not know ; and in the mean 
time the patient grew worse. The delirium of 
fever seemed to have superseded the derange- 
ment under which he had previously labours ; 
and his incoherent talk assumed a new charac- 
ter and direction. His exclamations were ra- 
ther plaintive than otherwise, and his wild wan- 
derings seemed to have finally settled down 
into one leading impression, that of a lover de- 
serted by his mitliless mistress. Leonard had 
caused him to undergo a lustration, and clothed 
him decently from the wardrobe of the worthy 
landlord, who ^ood naturedly acquiesced, while 
he shrugged his shoulders, and looked his won- 
der that so much care should be taken of a mad 
hc^ar. 

The second day of Rainsford's illness Leon- 
ard was most disagreeably surprised by the ar- 
rival of the rest of the party, who came to see 
Vhat had become of him. 

** We thought you had lost yourself instead 
of finding your pocket-book," said Virginia, 
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gayly. " But what under the sun keeps you 
here, Leonard ? and why did you not write or 
send ?" 

Leonard was taken by surprise ; he had no 
excuse or explanation ready ; and his hesitation 
appeared so plain, that like a discreet sister she 
looked her wonder, and said nothing. What 
a pity Mrs. Judith Paddock had not been there 
to profit by her example ! 

The young man took the earliest opportunity 
of apprizing his parents of the discovery and 
situation of Rainsford ; and various were the 
plans proposed and rejected for the purpose of 
getting Virginia away from this dangerous vi- 
cinity without exciting her suspicions. But 
while this consultation was eoin^ on, accident 
had saved thum the trouble of devising schemes 
of concealment. Virginia having been certified 
that the room she had formerly occupied was 
vacant, and in the situation she left it, had 
retired thither with her waiting-maid, a little 
ebony damsel, of whose attendance we have 
hitherto said nothing, presuming it was not 
necessary to advertise the reader that our hero- 
ine had actually such an appendage. While 
sitting there, her attention was caurfit by a 
voice in the next room, which made ner start 
and shudder. It was one she imagined familiar 
to her ear, dear, still dear to her heart, and it 
uttered strange incoherent rhapsodies that be- 
spoke a disordered mind. She listened again, 
but all was silent ^ and she imagined herself 
mistaken. But again its incoherent ravings, or 
rather moanings, met her ear so distinctly, tliat 
she could no longer doubt. 
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"Hark! what dat? who dat, missee?" cried 
the maid, fearfully. 

Virginia did not answer ; an irresistible im- 
pulse came over her ; she started up, rushed 
to the place whence the voice proceeded ; and, 
careless at this moment of all considerations 
but one, opened the door, and entered the sick 
man*s room. The quick ear of affection had 
recognised the voice, and the quick eye of affec- 
tion at the first glance distinguished the altered 
features of the poor wanderer. But he did not 
know her. He lay on his back on the pillow, 
with his eyes glaring upwards on vacancy, and 
his lips moving as ii unconsciously, sometimes 
uttering disjointed talk, at others without pro- 
ducing any sounds save low, inarticulate whis- 
pers. Virginia neither shrieked, nor wept, nor 
fiunted; she stood like an image of despair 
gazinsf on the flushed face, glazed eye, and hag- 
gard features of the poor invalid, without utter- 
mg a word, or stirring a finger. At length, he 
seemed to notice her, and, waving his hand, 
said, in his usual plaintive voice, — 

" Go away, go. away ; I don't want to have 
any thing more to say to you. What's your 
name? an! old Virginia. I was willing to lose 
my soul for your sake, and you repaid me by 
breakmg my heart. Go away ; there's no use 
in plaguinff me any more." 

" Rainstord — Dudley Rainsford — don't you 
know me ?" at length she said, in a voice which 
might have cast out seven raging fiends. 

" O yes, I know you of old ; once I might 
have loved such a deceitftil face and sweet 
voice, but I hate all women nowj they have 
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\)eeH the plague of my life. One of them 
brought me into the world to be miserable, and 
another sent me out of it howling." 

Virginia covered her face and wept ; for th€ 
sound of his voice seemed to unlock the springs 
of grief |hat before were closed. 

" Ay, ay, you may well weep ; but what do€J 
that signify ? The rain is of no use in the des 
ert where nothing will grow ; and I have hearc 
of a cruel, deceitful animal — I forget its name 
but I believe it's woman — that always shed 
tears when it is going to teeir its victim U 
pieces. Yes, yes, yes — " and here he b^far 
again his low, indistinct, disjointed cogita 
tions. 

This painful scene was interrupted by th( 
entrance of Mrs. Dangerfield, who had gon< 
into Virginia's room, and, not finding her there 
sought her where she was to be found. With 
out uttering a word to disturb the invalid, sh< 
took her hand, looked in her face with an ey( 
of anxious, affectionate authority, and led he 
out of the room, without being observed b] 
Kainsford. 

The moment they were in private the mothe 
besought, nay, commanded the daughter to ac 
company her immediately to St. Louis, anc 
spare herself the unnecessary pain of bein| 
present, or so near him, at the period now fas 
approaching when Rainsford's sufferings wert 
about to be brought to a close. She could b 
of no service, and would only be laying u] 
recollections that would for ever blast her hap 
piness and destroy the repose she might yc 
attain. The physician^ she stated; had alread] 
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pronounced his doom ; all human aid was vain, 
and he must die. 

" Then let me stay here and pray for him, 
dear mother,-' said Virgima. 

"You can dp that as effectually absent as 
present." 

"But why cannot I wait on him, sit by his 
bedside, and see that nothing, nothing that hu- 
man care, that human aid, that affection and 
patitude can perform to sooth his last hours. 
IS wanting ?" 

" My dear daughter, recollect you are not Mr. 
Rainsford's wife." 

" True, mother ; but if not here, we shall be 
united hereafter. I know the forms of the world 
forbid such things ; but here, in this remote re- 
gion, among strangers whom I shall never see 
again, and who will never see me ; in the pres- 
ence of you, my father, and Leonard, if sanc- 
tioned by your consent, who shall dare to say 
that in such a situation, and under such circum- 
stances, I should do wrong to obey the impulse 
of my heart and my reason? Mother, dear 
mother, I must see him, I must be with him 
when he dies." 
" Good heavens ! Virginia, why ?" 
" I have heard that when Providence takes 
to itself an immortal soul, just when tlie light 
is to be extinguished for ever in this world, 
the reason, which has been obscured or shat- 
tered by sickness and suffering , is almost always 
restored for a little while before the final sepa- 
ration. I must be with him then. I conjure 
you, as you value my peace, my life, to let me 
be with him then, that he may know I did not 
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desert him in his last hour, and forgive, and 
call me once more his dear Virginia. The 
recollection of that will be somethmg to dwell 
upon, and I shall remember him, not as a way- 
ward, wandering maniac, but a kind, rational, 
dear friend, whose last look recognised, whose 
last word blessed me. Wilt thou oblige me, 
dear mother ?" 

" Your weak state of health and tenderness 
of heart, my daughter, will sink under such a 
trial. I dare not trust you." 

"Mother, none better know than you, for 
your own life has proved it so, that neither 
strength, nor youth, nor nerves, nor sinews, no; 
even Samson himself, though he bore the city 
gates upon his shoulders, is half so strong, so 
enduring as true affection. The weakest wo- 
man, animated by this, can encounter fatigues, 
loss of rest, absence of food, yes, every privation 
of life, with a faith and perseverance to Which 
men can never arrive. For her husband or her 
o£^ring she is invincible so long as hope is 
kept alive in her heart." 

" But what hope can you have, my daugh- 
ter 1 The doctor says there is nothing to hope." 

"Nothing from the doctor; but there is a 
greater than he, and we know not yet his deci- 
sion. Mother, hear me ! I know not how, or 
when, or whence it came, but I have a convic- 
tion — no, not a conviction, but a hopQ, which 
almost approaches it — ^that the crisis is close at 
hand, and that this fever is destined to produce 
a great change in the mind of poor Rainsford. 
It may be folly, it may be fanaticism ; but I fed 
as if / could save him, and I ftlone, My 
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eare«, my affection, my ever-watchful superin- 
tendence, aided by the blessing of Heaven, shall 
yet restore him to his better self, and make him, 
what he was intended to be, a bright example 
of genius and virtue." 

"But if at last you are disappointed?" 

"Jf so, so be it. If after doing all I can, 
and fulfilling what I consider a solemn duty 
dear to my reason and my affection for him 
who not only saved my life, but who would 
have devoted his own life to me had it been 
permitted ; should it please Heaven that I am 
lisappointed at last, you shall then see me 
yeai myself as becomes the daughter of sych a. 
nother. My conscience will then be at peace, 
ind I have read that we can bear up against 
iny feeling but that of remorse." 

" My noble girl !" cried Mrs. Dangerfield, 
ilasping Virginia in her arms, "you shall be 
[ratified. I too will watch, all of us will watch 
y turns or together ; and may the hope you 
herish be prophetic !" 

From this period the character of Virginia 
jssumed an almost sublime elevation, such as 
3 always the result of the steady, rational, per- 
evering pursuit of one great object. A serene, 
mchanging, solemn self-possession governed 
very moment of her life, and no one ever heard 
ler sigh, or saw her weep, or falter for a mo- 
tient in her attentions to Rainsford. When she 
lid not sit by the bedside of the sufferer, she 
iras ever near, hovering over him like a minis- 
ering spirit, watching the expression of his 
yCj the changes, of his countenance, the mo- 
ions of his muscles, his breathing, and follow* 
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ing with intense interest the wanderings of his 
mind, to discover if any ray of 'reason broke 
forth from the dark chaos of confusion. The 
father and brother, though they did not exactly 
approve her devotedness, could not help admir- 
ing and lending their aid to this course of p6r- 
' severing gratitude and affection ; but they were 
utterly hopeless of its consequences. The phy- 
sician had given it as his opinion that the con- 
dition both of his mind and body previous to 
the fever precluded all rational hope of Bains- 
ford's recovery. He shook his head more sig- 
nificantly every time he came, and repeated his 
assurances that the crisis of the disease would 
be followed by immediate dissolution. 

The usual state of the young msm was that 
of quiet as to bodily exertion, while his mind 
seemed perpetually rambling, as appeared by 
the motion of his lips and occasional mutter- 
ings. But he neither raved, nor required force 
to restrain him ; and there was no apprehen- 
sion of' any violence in his cond^ct. Thus 
several anxious days passed away, accompanied 
by incregising weakness on the part of Rains- 
ford, and decreasing hope on the part of his 
ifriends. 

"He cannot live," said the mother; "he is 
wasting away every hour. Be prepared, my 
dear Virginia." 

" I am prepared, yet still I hope," replied the 
daughter. 

' On the fifteenth day, or rather night, for it 
was- far in the night, it happened thatTu^inja 
was sitting in the sick man's room, wiu no 
other companion than an old, French nuisci 
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^ho was now fast asleep in her chair. She 
ras, as usual, anxiously watching his every 
K>k and motion, when all at once his low mur- 
mrings, which day and night had' continued' 
rithout intermission, ceased, and a dead, awful 
ilence, Uke that of the grave, succeeded. Vir- 
inia snatched a light, and held it over his face. 
[is eyes were closed, and liis countenance was 
lat of deathlike repose— of death itself— pale, 
iinken, and motionless. She took his emaci- 
ted hand; it was moist, and the pulse still 
eat its low alarum. He was asleep, not dead. 
The hour is come !" thought Virginia ; and, 
sating iierself a^n, watched, as a mother 
etches the bed of her last and only offspring 
^hen wearied nature, worn out with sickness 
od pain, seeks a temporary reprieve in the 
rms of sleep. For a considerable period he 
either stirred, nor spoke, nor breathed to the 
stenine ear of Virginia ; and often in the dead 
lence mat reigned all around, within and with- 
at, in the heavens and the earth, the convic- 
on came over her that now he must be dead. 
!ut the unerring witness, the pulse, that still 
mtinued its motion, told that the tide of Ufe 
^as yet on its way to the ocean of eternity. 
As thus she sat, fearing that every beat would 
the last, she felt a tremulous motion in his 
Qfirers, his hand was drawn towar.ds his head, 
sigh heaved from his breast, and he opened 
is eyes. They did not glare as wont, but 
radually moved around the room, and rested 
t last on the face of Virginia. He contem- 
[at«d it for a moment, passed his hand over his 
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eyes, and uttered, in a low, whispering, weak 
voice, — 

" I thought I saw Virginia, but she's gone." 

He looked again wistmlly in her face, while 
she remained motionless, scarcely breathing, 
scarcely able lo breathe, for the conflicting feel- 
ings which now rushed on her heart dmost 
choked her. 

" Virginia," said he at length, " is it you T 

" Blessed be Providence ! he knows me," said 
the soul of Virginia ; but she could not aniwftr. 

" I thought so ; it is nothing ; a dream— or" 
— ^here he closed his ey6s again, and sunk into 
another deathlike sleep which lasted an hour or 
more. Again he awoke as before, and again he 
saw the same white vision bending over him. 

"Virginia," whispered he, for his strength 
admitted of no more, " is it you, or am I again 
cheated with a dream or a shadow ?" 

" It is I," replied the young maiden, scarcely 
knowhig whether she ought to answer him or 
not. 

He tried to raise himself on his elbow to 
look at her, but his strength failed him, and he 
again sunk into a doze. 

The day was now dawning ; the watchfiil 
nurse, who usually slept on her post, like many 
others, for it is the anxiety of affection alone 
that can keep the eyes wide open night after 
night, now awoke; and Virginia, motioning 
her towards where she sat, whispered hertogi 
and summon the physician, who had requested 
to be called, in the event of any change in to 
patient. He came while Rainsford was still 
asleep, and Virginia expressed in a whisper her 
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hope that this disposition to repose was the fart- 
runner of recovery. 

"My dear young lady,never believeit^!' replied 
he iu the same tone ; "it is the precursor of 
the last sleep ; indeed it is doubtful whether he 
will ever wake. But if he does it will be but 
for a few lioiirs, and then — ^' 

"Cannot you do something for him, doc- 
tor?" 

" Nothing ; all human aidis vain. It is use- 
less for me to attend here any more. I can do 
nothing for him. There — ^he's gone now — ^his 
pulse is stopped — ^no — ^there it is again-r-one — 
two — ^three— but it's all in vain — ^let him die in 
peace — ^I can do nothing more — good mom- 
mg." And he departed without ceremony. 

" Then I will try," thought Virginia, who re- 
membered having heard many instances of per- 
sons recovering after having been given over 
by the doctors. Nature, indeed, seems often to 
do wonders when left to herself; or it may be 
that Providence interposes in these cases some- 
times, to remind us how idle is all dependence 
on the presumptuous ignorance of man. 

He had scarcely mne when Colonel Danger- 
field appeared at the door, accompanied by a 
veneraUe old man. Virginia motioned them 
not to enter, and went softly out to apprize them 
of the state of the patient, and the decision of 
tlie doctor. 

" Will you permit me to see him ?" said the 
old mem, in a French accent. " My profession 
18 rather the cure of souls than of bodies ; but 
the nature of my calling, and the vidsaitudes 
of my life, ha^ve made it necessary thai I should 
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knoir something of both. At any rate, he will, 
I presume, if he awakes at all, awake in the 
possession of his reason. In that case I may 
pray with him, if I can do nothing more." 

" I feel grateful for your kindness, but this 
younff eentleman is not a Catholic." 

" Wdl, never mind," said Father Jacques, as 
he was called ; "we may pray together for all 
that. Though we may differ in some things, 
there are others of a thousand times greater 
consequence, in which we all agree. I am 
a native of France, but have lived long in this 
mild and tolerant land, and have not been 
scourged into bigotry by persecution, or seduced 
into it by the power of persecuting others. I, 
at least, cannot do him harm, and may be of 
service. Permit me to see him, I entreat you. 
There is no other clergjnnan in this part of 
the country.*" 

The good man received the permission, and 
entered • the room where Rainsford was now 
lying, awake, and in possession of his senses, 
but so weak that he held on life but by a 
single hair. Though he had spoken lightly 
of his skill. Father Jacques had the^ benefit of 
general learning, aided by long experience as a 
missionary among white men and red men; 
and was indeed far superior to many professed 
and practising physicians. He saw at once 
that all that was to be combated now was 
weakness of body and mind. The disease had 
left them both free from every thing but that. 
He prescribed various little remedies for the 
purpose of keeping the spark aiive, until nature 
had tim« to rally and resume her factions. 
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For some days it was a struggle between life 
and death, time and eternity ; and during that 
period it is not too much to say that he owed 
his life to the perpetual, the intense cares of 
Virginia. She never left him ; she it was that 
poured the restoratives of the good Father 
Jacques, drop by drop, into his mouth; she it 
was that marked every movement indicatiujg 
pain or uneasiness ; she it was that placed his 
pillow, or his head ; and she it was that, raising 
herself above the petty affectations that spoil the 
gentlest of all beings, woman, shrunk from 
nothing which she thought might conduce to 
his ease or administer to his recovery. He 
sometimes attempted to speak to her, to thank 
her — ^but she stopped him at once, by declaring 
that if he persisted she would leave him. But 
though he spoke not, his eye followed her 
wherever she went, and his heart was almost 
bursting with gratitude and love. 

As he continued to gather strength, Virginia 
gradually b^an to absent herself, or only to 
visit his chamber in company with her mother. 
He reproached her for it, and almost wished he 
were dying again, that he might have more of 
her society. ReUeved in some measure from 
her intense anxiety, she took an opportunity of 
inquiring of Leonard the particulars of the dis- 
covery of Rainsford. He spared her the rela- 
tion of the most affecting and revolting part, 
and contented himself with merely stating that 
he came there in a high* fever and delirium, no 
one knew- from whence. ^ During the progress 
of his recovery, which was slow and lingering, 
the good Father Jacques, who had been let into 
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his history by the family of Dangerfield, came 
to see him almost every day, conversing with 
him on the subject of mental maladies, without 
intimating his knowledge that it ceuld have 
any particular application to him. He mingled 
a rational philosophy with a rational religion ; 
took frequent occasion to warn him against the 
indulgence of a belief in presentiments, which 
added to actual misfortunes all the miseries of 
anticipation, without enabling us to avoid or 
initiate them ; and above all against the spirit 
of fenaticism, the fruitful source of mental 
horrors unutterable. The force of calm, dis- 
passionate reason, and unaffected piety, com- 
bined, is almost irresistible. Father Jacques 
neither puzzled him with metaphysics, nor dis- 
puted points of faith, but dwelt on topics of 
practical philosophy, and practical religion, 
such as edl rational beings can comprehend. 
The difference between this rational old man, 
and the fiery-headed preacher of the terrors of 
the bottomless pit was, that the one goaded the 
apprehensive nervous being to mMuess, the 
other soothed him into a firm reliance in the 
mercies of the Supreme Being. 

The good priest saw with honest pleasure 
the effect produced on the mind of his patient 
by the course he was pursuing, and was de- 
lighted — ^for there was that about the mind and 
manners of Rainsford which conciliated and at- 
tracted almost all with whom he associated— to 
discover that he had no distinct recollection of 
any thing that occurred, from the time of his 
first derangement to the period of his restora- 
tion. He nad a vague idea of having lost the 
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consciousness of some portion of his existence ; 
but Father Jacques insensibly led him into the 
belief that this was nothing more than the ef- 
fect of the delirium, which was itself the con- 
sequence of his fever. Thus he remained, 
happily unaware of the incidents of the few 
last months ; and the recollection of the fate of 
his family, together with the weight of the 
dreadfiil presentiment of his own, yielded in a 
great d^^ee to the reasonings of the good and 
wise old man, aide(i by the hope, and almost 
the belief, that he had now fiilfilled liis destiny, 
by his temporary aUenation of mind. The period 
which his fears had always rested upon, as that 
in which the evil was to come upon him, was 
now rapidly passing away, and he felt every 
day more confident. The fact is, his mind was 
now getting into a healthful state, and life, and 
all that constitutes its ingredients, be&^an to as- 
sume an aspect entirely different from that 
which they had presented for years past. The 
fever, and its consequent treatment, had not only 
entirely broken the habitual concatenation of 
his ideas, but created, 2is it were, a new physical 
man, with new feelings, thoughts, recollections, 
and anticipations. Still there was at times a 
certain^ dreamy consciousness, an indistinct 
perception, which is as difficult to analyze as to 
describe, and which prevented his ever making 
any inquiries into the circumstances or the 
reasons of his being where he was, when he 
first came to his recollection. 

15* 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Tatichinjr the march of improvement, and the disti 
tion between law and conscience* 

When Rainsford was sufficiently recoven 
tfiey began to make arrangements for return! 
to Dangerfieldville. Some anxiety waa i 
lest the sight of accustomed objects mig 
revive old associations, and renew old feelio 
in his mind ; but it was finally determined tfa 
as in all probability, his fate and that of V 
ginia were now inseparably united, it was b 
at once to put his newly acquired state of mi 
to this test, preparatory to their marriage. I 
cordingly they took leave of the good Fatl: 
Jacques, with every expression of gratitod 
and Rainsford, especially, regretted tliat he h 
no mode of testifying his sense of the oWij 
tions he had conferred upon him. 

" I shall be satisfied," said the other, " if y 
will only bear in mind, for th« future, that 
ligion is not hatred, but love ; and that it ^ 
intended to make mankind friends, not ei 
mies." 

Having taken leave of the old man, the lai 
lord was summoned to receive his money, a 
their thanks, for in reality he had condud 
himself with uniform courtesy and attenti( 
He came in a most formidable passion, scoldi 
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in tolerable Fnmch, and pretty bad English. 
The colonel inquired the cause. 

" Diable I monsieur, another improvement ; 
last year they assess me for one grand public 
improvement ! one road to g6 somewhere, I 
dont know. Eh bien ! I pay the money.' 
Well, this year they assess me for one other 
grand public improvement — ^very grand — voila, 
monsieur, one other road, right longside the 
other, both going to the sai;ie place. Diable I 
I no want to travel on two turnpike roads. Ah ! 
monsii5ur le colonel, I shall be ver^*^ rich, O ! very 
rich indeed, by these grand improvements. 
They take away all my land to make room for 
the grand improvement ; they take away all 
my money to pay for him, and then they tell 
me my land worth four, six time so much as 
before. Peste! what that to me when my land 
all gone to the dem public improvement, hey? 
I sluJl be very rich ttien. Diable ! I wish my* 
self gone to some country where every thing 
was go backwardsr^what you call tail foremost, 
instead of forwards, for the dem march of im« 
provement shall niin me at last." 

When Colonel Dangerfield paid his bill he 
looked at the money with a rueful countenanos, 
and exclaimed, with a shrug of pious resigna^ 
tion, — ■ 

" Eh bien ! never nnnd, make very good road, 
and canal. Morbleu ! I shall wonder what 
they want of these road and canal. Voilh, 
monsieur 1 yonder one dem big river, she come 
two, three thousand mile that way. Eh bien ! 
Voila, monsieur ! yonder one t'other dem big 

river^ she come two three thousand mile thftt 
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way. Diable ! is not this long way enough tc 
travel, without the dem pubhc improyemeat. 
Ah ! we shall be in ruins soon." 

The colonel condoled with the little old man 
of the old regime, and expressed a hope thai 
times would mend when all the public improre- 
ments were finished. 

" Eh bien !" replied he ; " yes, times will 
mend when there is nothing else to mend, I 
think. Monsieur J;here is my neighbour, Jan 
Pfetit, live right over the way, yonder. Twenty 
year ago he very rich; he ave every thing 
comfortable ; he fiddle, he dance, he laugh, sing, 
gallant the demoiselles ; no care, no trouble, no 
dem work at all. He ave one leetle house, one 
leetle garden, and raise plenty radishes and sal- 
lad; he live like leetle king. Eh bien! by- 
and-by Yankee come ; public improvement 
march this way. Phew ! off goes Jan Petit ; 
they cut a street right through his garden ; dig 
up his radishes ; pull down his house, and then 
make him pay for taking away his house, his 
garden, and his radishes ! Yoila, monsieur, 
she ave sometime one, yes, two dozen cambric — 
what you call l chemise — ^two dozen, very fine. 
Well, he now but one left in the world, and that 
ruin him." 

" How so?" asked Colonel Dangerfield, highly 
amused at the droll complaints of mine host. 

" Voilk, monsieur ! he pay one laundress by 
the piece, and begar ! he chemise ave so many 

Eieces now, he pay for two dozen every time 
e is washed. This is one grand consequence 
of the grand system of the grand internal im- 
provement, as they call him. Morbleu ! undff 
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the old r^ime internal improvement mean im- 

Erovemezit of the inside, the head, the compre- 
enaiou, the understanding ; now she mean to 
dig the grand ditch, to make the grand road, 
and the grand canal right alongside the grand 
river. Be^ ! the river no use now, I think* 
Ah ! monsieur, suppose you had only lived un- 
der the old regime ; den I shall smoke my pipe, 
sing, dance, go to church twice every day ; no 
trouble, no improvement, no dem paper money. 
But the Yankee come, and now a man must do 
zomezing, or he shall soon ave but one chenviMi 
and be ruined by his laundress like Jan Petit. 
Ah! monsieur, suppose I one young man. I 
shall come ome to the old countries, where 
every thing stand still or go backwards, and 
be so happy. Ah! 'tis so easy, so charming 
to eo down the ill 'stead of up I" 

All things being ready, the colonel left mine 
host in the mid^ of his perplexities, and the 
party turned their faces towards home. No^ 
thing occurred during the journey worthy of 
record, save that on his arrival at St. Louis 
Bainsford ordered a suit of rich damask pulpit 
famiture to be sent to the church over whieh 
Father Jacques presided. The good man was 
delififhted with the present, and such was the 
exultation of his heart as he contemplated the 
splendours of his Uttle pulpit, that he often 
prayed to be preservtxi from the assaults of pride 
and the seductions of worldly vanity. 

As they proceeded on their journey, the heart 
of Virginia expanded with delighted gratitude 
at marking the healthful vigour which the 
mind of Bainsford was every day acquiring. 

h3 
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He seemed to look on the world and erery thing 
in it in a new and animated point of view. 
•Every object of nature appeared to administer 
to his happiness ; and if in contemplating the 
majesty or beauty of the scenery along the 
great river he sometimes soared into the regions 
of imagination, it was with a steady flijfht, like 
tliat ol the eagle. A perfect connexion and 
continuity of ideas marked every thing he said, 
and it was evident that reason had resumed the 
reins, in all probability never again to resign 
them. 

It was one of the strongest proofs that fate 
had at length relented in her perseoutions of 
Rainsford, that on the very morning of the day 
in which the family of Colonel Dangerfield ar- 
rived at home, Master Zeno Paddock and his 
wife Mrs. Judith departed from the village never 
to return. Such was the reputation of tlie pro- 
prietor of the Western Sun, and such the extra- 
orduiary capacity he had exhibited in the mat- 
ter of criticism, and, most especially of all, in 
setting the 'village together by the ears, that a 
distinguished speculator, who was going to 
found a great city at the junction of Big Dry 
and Little Dry Rivers, made him the most ad- 
vantageous offers to come and establish himself 
there, and puff the embryo bantling into exist- 
ence as fast as possible. He offered him a whole 
square next to that where the college, the court- 
house, the church, the library, the athenseum. 
and all the public buildings were situated. 
Master Zeno swallowed ' the square at one 
mouthful, and Mrs. Judith was utterly delighted 
to remove to such a line place, where thert 
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must be so many new secrets to come at. Truth 
obliges us to say, that on his anival at the city 
of New Pekin, as it was called, he found it cov- 
ered with a forest of trees, each of which would 
take a man half a day to walk round ; and that 
on discovering the square in which all the pub- 
lic buildings were situated, he found, to his no 
small astonishment, on the very spot where the 
court-house stood on the map, a flock of wild 
turkeys gobbling like so many lawyers, and 
two or three white-headed owls sitting on the 
high trees listening with most commendable 
gravity. Zeno was marvellously disappointed, 
but the founder of New Pekin swore that it 
was- destined to be the great mart of the West, 
to cut out St. Louis, Cincinnati, and New Or- 
leans, and to realize the most glorious specula- 
tion that was ever conceived by the sagacity or 
believed by the faith of man. Whereupon Zeno 
set himself down, began to print his paper in a 
great hollow sycamore, and to live on anticipa- 
tion, as many great speculators had done before 
him. Poor Mrs. Judith was bitterly disappointed 
in the splendours and magnitude of the city. 
She never got possession of but one secret, and, 
as fate would have it, there was not a single 
gossip within forty miles to tell it to. Where- 
upon, in a fit of despair she went and whispered 
it to the air on a certain spot on the bank of 
Big Dry River, whence in good time there 
sprung up a grove of little poplars that did no- 
thing but whisper and wag their leaves if but 
a zephyr blew. At length, this worthy woman 
died of an intermitting f^ver, in consequence of 
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a great overflow of Big Dry River, and hi 
words were, '^ I shall get at the secret Hoi 

The absence of these two incendiaries 
Dangerfleldville was a great blessing to ] 
ford and Yirffinia, since it relieved them 
the plague of two pestilent busybodies & 
prjring into the af&ujE^ of others, and alwa; 
traying them the first opportunity. Grea 
the joy of Mr. Littlejohn at the return < 
family, and great the exultation with whj 
detailed the vast improvements he had 
during their absence ; how he had grafts 
apple-trees, planted a whole row of par 
weeded nearly one^half of a bed of salat 
single morning, pulled up a great thistli 
grew in the lawn with his own hand, and o 
a catfish that weighed thirty-six pounds 
half. This, it seems, crowned the series 
glorious exploits, for wc cannot find that 1 
any thing worthy of record from that tinac 
the arrival of the colonel. Truth obliges 
confess that many of the x^hairs bore si 
testimony that the old habit of reclinir 
three at a time had not been neglected b 
Littlejohn. 

The Black Warrior and Bushfield wer 
wanting in their duty, but came to se 
colonel as soon as they heard of his arriv 

<< Little squaw no look so white now as 
she po away," said the warrior. 

Virginia blushed a little, and looked at i 
body. 

"Well, colonel," said Bushfield, «Tve 
the willows at last I can't ffo it any 1 
here." 
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" Why, what's the matter ?" asked the other. 

" O, eyery thing is getting so dense here, that 
a man can't turn round, or say his soul is his 
own. There's that interloper that has located 
himself just imder my nose, about five miles 
ofi^ I caught him in the yery fact of shooting a 
deer on my side of the riyer, I'll be goy blamed 
if I didn't, colonel. Well, what would you have 
a man do ? I challenged him to take a shot at 
from a hundred yards to meeting muzzles. But 
he's as mean as ^ar-broth. He said he'd bought 
the land of Uncle Sam, aad had as good a ri^ht 
to shoot there as the old man himself. This 
was more than a dead ^posstim could stand. I 
wish I may be shot if I didn't lick him as slick 
as a whistle in less than no time. Well, by 
George I — ^would you believe it ? — ^he took the 
law of me ! Only think of the feller's impu- 
dence, colonel, to take the law of a gentlemcui ! 
I paid him fifty dollars for licking him ; but if 
I don't give him a hundred dollars' worth the 
next time we meet, I'm a coward, anyhow." 

The colonel condoled with him, but at the 
same time advised him to submit to the laws. 

"Laws ! none of your laws for me, colonel. 
I can't live where there's law or lawyers, and 
a feller don't know whether he's right or wrong 
without looking into a law-book. They don't 
/ seem to know any more about conscience than 
' I do about law. Now, for my part, I do just 
what I think right, and that's what I call going 
according to my conscience. * But colonel," ccm- 
tinued he, with a queer chuckle, " I've got into 
a worse scrape than that business with the 
squatter." 
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" No I Fm sorry for that ; what is it V* 
" Why, you must know, not long after yoi 
went away there came a man riding along her 
that I calculate had just thrown on his mocca 
sins, with another feller behind him.in a laoei 
hat, and for all the world dressed Uke a militL 
officer. Well, I hailed him in here, for yoi 
know I like to do as you would in your owi 
house ; and he came-to like a good feller. Bu 
the captain, as I took him to bi, hung fire, am 
staid out with the horses. So I went and tool 
hold of him like a snappiug-turtle, and says ] 

* Captain, one would think you had never beei 
inside o{ a gentleman's house before.' But h 
held back like all wrath, and wouldn't take an] 
thing. So says I, < Stranger, I'm a peaceatdi 
man anyhow, but maybe you don't know wha 
it is to insult a feller by sneaking away fron 
his hospitality here in Old Kentuck.' I held oi 
to him all the while, or he'd have gone off lik< 
one of these plaguy precussion-Iocks that hav^ 
just come into fashion. ^ Captain,' says I 

* here's your health, and may you liv^ to be i 
general.' ' Captain !' says the other, ' he's nc 
captain ; he's my servant.' ^ AVhat !' says I 
^ one white man be a servant to another ! make 
a nigger of himself! come, that's too bad !' and 
I began to feel a httle savage. I asked one ii 
he wasn't ashamed to make a slave of a feller- 
cretur, and the other if he wasnt ashamed to 
make a nigger of himself ; and they got rathei 
obstropolous. I don't know exactly how it came 
about, but we got into a fight, and I lick'd them 
both, but not till they got outside the door, for 
I wouldn't be uncivil anyhow. Well, what do 
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you think ? instead oi settling the thing hke a 
gentleman, the feller that had a white man for 
his nigger, instead of coming out fine, rU be 
etemaUy dern'd if he didn't send a constable 
aAer me. Well, I made short work of it, and 
Uck'd him too, anyhow. But I can't stand it 
here any longer. Poor old Snowball sUpped 
her brime the other day, and went out like, a 
flash in the pan ; so I'm my own master again, 
with nobody to standin my way at all. I must 
look out for some place where a mai^ can Uve 
independent, wiiere there's no law but gentle- 
men's law, and no niggers but black ones. I 
sbaVt see you again, colonel, it's most likely, 
80 good-by all. I expect youll be after me 
soon, for I look upon it to be impossible for a 
man in his senses to Uve here much longer, to 
be hoppled like a horse, and not go where he 
pleases." And away he marched, with a heart 
aa light as a feather, in search of a place where 
he might live according to his conscience. 
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^ CHAPTER XVn. 

A steret which Mrs» Judith would have given her ears 

to hear. 

Another autumn had now arriyed with all 
its mellow beauties, and the hazy Indian sum- 
mer threw its soft obscurity over the land, giv- 
ing to distant objects the tints of an early twi- 
lij^t, and to those more near all the eTOCt of 
distance. The flowers were all gone, but the 
rich and varied tuits of the woods supplied their 
places ; and though the air was not so ^nial 
as that of the laughing, jolly springtime, it pos- 
sessed an even, sober temperature, that with- 
out relaxing the frame, disposed to exercise and 
activity. Kainsford was now restored to per«. 
feet health of mind and body, and Virginia to 
the sober certainty of happiness. The colonel 
and Mrs. Dangerfield felt their confidence in 
the permanency of his recovery every day in- 
creasing, and no longer opposed the union of 
the lovers, who were soon to be united for ever. 
Their hours passed cheeringly away in the en- 
joyment of the society of each other, either 
within doors or in rambles by the river-side. 
The first time they visited the spot where the 
demon of fanaticism had tempted him so sorely, 
Rainsford shuddered at the recollection of that 
hour. He remembered as a horrid dream his 
feelings and his purpose at that time, and he 



WESTWARD ho! 185 

remembered now more deeply, more profoundly, 
more touchingly than ever what he owed to the 
kind being he had once devoted to destruction. 
His heart overflowed with gratitude and ten^ 
demess ; he looked at her with his soul in his 
eyes; and it was not so much the touchhig 
beauty of her face, the perfection of her form, 
nor all the harmony of female loveliness he saw 
before him that occupied his mind, as the idea 
of the faithful, gentle maiden, who had under so 
many circumstances of discouragement con- 
sents to trust her happiness to his care, and 
contributed so materially to make him capal^le 
of yarding so sacred a deposite. The fulneas 
of nis heart overpowered him, and he dropped 
his head on her shoulder. 

Yireinia was startled with the apprehension 
that the sight of old scenes had recalled some 
of those feelings and apprehensions which she 
had hoped were now banished for ever fro^i 
his mind. She asked him fearfully what was 
the cause of his emotions, and hinted at her 
suspicions. 

" It does, indeed," said he, mournfully, and 
raising his head, " it does, indeed, remind me 
of what I would give all the world but you, 
Virginia, to forget. But you shall know all. 
You shall know the risk you once encountered 
from me ; but which, I have fiill faith in Hea- 
ven, will never be encountered again. But yjou 
shall know all — ^I will have no secrets from 
thee, Vir^ia. Before you give yourself to me 
for ever, it is proper, it is my sabred duty to dis- 
close what I have intended, as well as what I 
have done. My honour demands it of me." 

. 16* 
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He then detailed the turn given to his mind, 
already ahnost overborne with the presenti- 
ment which had poisoned so. great a portion 
of his cup of existence, by the fiery £matic 
who had preached in the village the year pre- 
ceding. He painted the struggles of his feel- 
ings ; the final adoption of his determination ; 
the time and maimer in which he so nearly 
completed his purpose ; and his finsll abandon- 
ment, after a contest which brought on the 
fever, that, owing to the blessings oi her foster- 
ing care, had terminated in his restoration to 
happiness. We have before observed, that 
Rainsford had lost all recollection of the period 
which elapsed between his first derangement 
and his recovery. 

" Now, Virginia, you know all, and here, on 
the spot where you first pledged yourself to be 
mine, do I now give you full liberty to with- 
draw it. I love you with an affection made up of 
every ingredient that can enter into the compo- 
sition of love ; true, lasting, and unwavering 
love. I will, if after this you dare trust me, 
devote myself, my time, my talents, my very 
soul, to your happiness. Whatever you wish 
me to be, that will I be. If retirement, and do- 
mestic occupations be your wish,* so shall it be. 
If honour, if ambition allure you, I feel I have 
that within me can make me whatsoever I strive 
to become ; and you shall see-me, if I live, take 
any place wherever you point your finger. 
Now, Virginia, once more my fate is in your 
hands — decide, and for ever. Dare you trust 
me after this ?" 

^ As I did before it ; as I shall for ever af)er 
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it,^ said Virginiay firmly, and without hesita- 
tion. 

Bainsford clasped her, for the first time, in 
his arms, and called her by every name dear to 
the heart of woman. 

<< I have not broken my oath," said he, releas- 
ing* her, '^for I can liow look back upon the 
past, and forward to the future, with a confident 
hope, a aettled conviction that I have fulfilled 
my destiny; I have a presentiment, dearest 
Virginia." 

"Ah! Rainsford, beware of presentiments. 
If they are ever prophetic, it is Uiat they con- 
tribute, like prophecies, to their own fulfilment. 
I am convinced that the true source of various 
maladies of mind and body, is in tHe predispo- 
sition given by a presentiment that they will 
elurely happen." 

"True — most certain — ^where did you be- 
come so wise," said Rainsford, smiling. 

[^ Have I not a wise and virtuous mother ?" 
was the sensible reply. "But now that you 
have told your secret, I will tell you mine." 

"Yours? you secrets too? Beware, or 1 
shall take you for another Mrs. Judith Pad- 
dock." 

" Yes, I ; I knew of the intention you have 
just disclosed, at the time," 

"You? you?" cried he, in astonishment. 
" You knew it ?" 

« Yes, Rainsford ; you thought I was look- 
ing at the evening star, when you held the 
weapon over me. But I saw it." 

" And neither shrieked, nor' fled nor fainted 
fit the time ; nor hated me afterwards ! O, Yir- 
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ginia, may Heaven bless thee I But how, how 
was it possible ?" 

" You forget," said she, modestly, " who, and 
what I am ; I call myself a daughter of Old 
Kentucky. You forget that when wa first 
came hither, danger widked like the pestilence, 
in daylight and in darkness, through these 
forests ; that we never laid down at night with- 
out the expectation that before morning we 
should be roused by the yell of death ; that we 
never, for years, could calculate an hour on the 
possession of life ; and that I, yes, Rainsford, I 
and my dear mother, have more than enoe 
stood by our husband and father, when the 
savages were approaching to set fixe to our 
house, loading the gims that he and his people 
were discharging at the painted warriors. You 
forget that we had becoiQe familiar with death, 
and that the spot on which we stand is part of 
,that region called the 'dark and Uoody 
ground.' Are you not afiraid I shall shoot you 
one of these days ?" added she, playfully. 

'^ No, by Heaven ! I am only atraid I shall 
always, when I approach you, feel as the fox 
did vhen he came into the presence of the lion." 
, " O yes ! I thank you. But don't you re- 
member how soon the fox got over this ?* 

"Well, well, my sweetest, best Virginia, 
though I may not fear, I hope you will allow 
me to worship you 7^ 

" O, by all means, provided you won't treat 
me as the worshippers of idols sometimes do 
their wooden divinities, when they dont grant 
Aeir unreasonable desires." 

The horn, which it was customary to MoW| 
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jEbr the purpose of summoning the labourers to 
dinner, now echoed far and wide, remindii:^ 
them of the process of the time, and they 
tamed towards home with Ughter steps and 
lighter hearts than they had known for many 
a day. 

On a certain Christmas eve, Virginia, having 
completed her twentieth year, which put her 
in possession, as Rainsford now learned for the 
first time, of a handsome fortune, left her by an 
aunt, when but a year old, resigned to his care 
a heart worth all the jewels of the Persian dia- 
dem, a person lovely and pure as the first flower 
of spring. We will not describe her dress, or 
that of the bridegroom, for we fear they were 
both deplorably deficient in fashion and mate- 
rial. We have heard confidentially that the cos- 
tume of the bride contained no more than 
twelve yards of muslin, which the milliners, 
whom we consider the highest authority, assure 
us, is one-third less than appertains to a reason- 
able woman, meaning a woman of reasonabks 
dimensions. As for master Dudley Rainsford, 
he had no whiskers, and .that is quite enough 
to consign him to utter obUvion in the ranks of 
fkshion. There was neither w^tz nor gallo- 
pade danc^ on the occasion, but of aU the 
happy faces and white teeth ever exliibited in 
this new world those that peeped into the 
doors, and eke the windows too, of Colonel 
Dangerfield, were the happiest and the whitest. 
There stood Pompey Ducklegs the Great, 
who still lives, end if it is in our power to 
make him, shall live for ever, whose masti- 
cators still held out in all their glorious array 
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of ivory, amid the ruins of time; and there 
stood Pompey the Little ; and by his side the 
gentle dusky Venus, yclept Cora, waitine'-maid 
to the beauteous bride, partaking in her &mty, 
andasitwere,aportionoftheweadiugitself; and 
here, and there, and everywhere, peeped Ibrdi 
faces that shone like lumps of anthracite coal, 
or well-blacked boots, all with eyes dancing out 
of tlieir heads ; and all with hearts glad&ned 
at the happy wedding of young missee. And 
well might tlicy love her, for she was kind to 
them all. 

It was a great day for the ^reat Pompey 
Ducklegs, that last remnant oi tho Old Vir- 
ginia aristocracy. He bustled and bragged 
away about old times, and after telling the 
young fry about his travels to St. Louis, and 
all that, concluded by solemnly giving it as his 
opinion, <^ that after all there was nothing like 
Old Phiginny, Icod ! she never tire, I say dat 
for she." Pompey the Little fit was at su})per 
where the ebony race crowdea as much enjoy- 
ment in an hour as other people do in a whole 
winter of dissipation) Pompey the Little, 
however afiirmed, that for his part he thought 
young Miss Phiginny worth a dozen of Old Hii- 
ginny. ^Vhereupon the great Duckl^ cor- 
rected himself, and magnanimously acceded to 
the amendment, at the same time asserting the 
dimity of age, by reminding the young "rack- 
sal," how he disgraced liis family, by losing 
the great race of Barebones against lady Molly 
Magpie. These merry varlets kept up the rout 
and revelry in the kitchen, hours after that 
period in the history of lovers which all dis- 
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creet authors have agreed to leave to the ima- 
gination of their readers. 

" Why is marriage like death ?" said Caroline 
Lilliwhite to Rodo5)h, Count of Sweighauseu- 
bergenstein. 

" Because/' said tlie count, " al] romances end 
with one or the other." 

Indefe^nce to such liigh authority as the 
count, who has the finest crop of whiskers in 
town, and re^ds Goethe, we shall here close our 
tale, which, the reader is assured, we could with 
perfect ease carry through two more volumes, 
if necessary. But we cannot part with some 
of our old acquaintance for ever without a pass- 
ing notice and farewell. 

Mr. Ulysses Littlejolm is, or was a few yeeurs 
a^o, one of the oldest, and, if not one of the 
wisest, certainly one of the happiest old men in 
all "Old Kentuck." That lucky indiflference 
to the little rubs and crosses of life, which is a 
better shield than tlie liide of Achilles or the 
presumptuous affectation of^ philosophy, pre- 
serves him even from the pettishness of as^ and 
infirmity. There is, moreover, a sort ef easy, 
old-shoe character about him that fits every- 
body and pinches nobody. Even his growing 
infirmities have not spoiled his temper, and he 
is wont to felicitate himself on the indolent 
habits of his life, which, now that he is unable, 
to take exercise, reUeve him from the impatience 
of idleness and inactivity. One day, old Pom- 
pey, who still flourishes his duck legs in immor- 
tal youth, was condoling w;th him on not being 
as active as himsel£ 

^' Ah ! Massa Leotlejohn, what pity you ne 
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such leg as xxiine ! Aristocracy always have 
good leg." 

" Pomp," replied Ulysses, " I wouldn't have 
such a pair of legs as yours for a gift; why, 
they're just the shape of a gourd. I was reck- 
oned once to have the handsomest leg in all 
Prince William." 

" Eh ! once 'pon a time worst time in the 
world. Once 'pon a time catch massa one of 
dese days." 

" Well, let him. Pomp; I won't run away.** ■ 

" No, ecod ; I tink massa no run from Old 
Death himself." 

Mrs. Judith Paddock — ^but she's dead, rest 
her soul ! we killed her off some time a^. But 
Master Zeno still lives in the anticipation that 
New Pekin will yet fulfil its glorious destiny 
He has, indeed, strong reasons to anticipate the 
speedy arrival of this great consummation ; for 
tnoueh not above ten years have elapsed since 
the inundation of this illustrious city, it did at 
one time actually contain three log houses. 
True it is, they were swept away one day by 
ah inundation, and floated down E^g Dry River 
in great style, until they were arrested and con- 
verted into pigsties. But their having onoe 
been built is a good omen ; and Master Zeno 
is, or was not many years since, keeping an 
hotel in a broad-horn moored in Big Diry, near 
the site of the great city, where he sells whig 
key and other necessaries of life to the boatmen, 
and is one of the happiest of men, in the antici- 
pation of the future glories of New Pekin. He 
no longer prints the Western Sun, for that Hvas 
extinguished by the freshet which destroyed 
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the town, and at the same time carriec} away 
his tjrpes, his printing-press, and his printer^ 
devil. 

That worthy Scot, Kenneth Mactabb, having 
grown immensely rich, was in the decline of 
his days mortally smitten with the Swiss mal- 
ady. He accordingly paid a visit to his early 
home ; but he found, to his cost, that after a 
man has been forty years absent from his coun- 
try, he may as well stay away altogether ; fot 
he will return only to visit the graves of his 
early associates. Disappointed at finding him- 
self alone, even on the spot of his nativity, and 
too old to begin to plant the seed of affection in 
a new soil, with any hope of ever Uving to taste 
the fruits, he came back to America, and ended 
his days on the banks of James River. He did 
many generous acts worthy of record, but never 
could thoroughly get the better of his old habit 
of saving a penny. The last clause of his 
will forgave an old friend a debt of thousands, 
and the last act of his life was stooping to pick 
up a pin. 

Conversing with a Missouri trader some years 
ago, we accidentally heard news of our old ac- 
quaintance Bushfield. . It seems he had gradu«« 
ally receded, as the tide of white popmation 
flowed onwards, towards the setting sun, and 
at length established himself somewhere in ttie 
vicinity of one of our most remote miUtary posts 
on the Missouri, where he frequently came to 
exchange his game and furs for powder, lead, 
and other indispensable articles. His luxuriant 
head of hair had become as white as the driven 
snow; his keen, watchful, deep-blue eye, though 

VOL. II. — I 17 
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sunk fir in the socket, still retained its wild, 
resolute expression; and his person was as 
straight as an arrow. He re^larly hunted on 
the confines of those vast plams where the huf- 
&loes still lin^red, and his great complaint 
was, that he could scarcely hear his dog bark 
or his gun go off in this tarnation place, where 
there was no echo, and where the sounds never 
came back again, but were lost in the intenni- 
nable vastness of space. 

" One mom they miss'd him ;" another and 
another came, and he did not appear. This 
excited no attention, as he was often absent for 
weeks together. Shortly after, however, a party 
of hunters fi-om the fort discovered him sitting 
upright against a tree, his rifle between his legs, 
and resting on his shoulder. He had shot his 
last shot, killed his last buffalo, and sunk into 
his last sleep. The animal was lying at a Uttle 
distance, and his dog crouching at ms feet, un- 
conscious that the repose of his master was to 
last until the day of judCTient. They buried 
him among the graves of their dead comrades, 
and many a hardy soldier said to himself, 
" Peace to the remains of the old hunter, one 
of the last of the companions of Boone !" 

Did Colonel and Mrs. Dangerfield ever live' 
to regret their consent, or did Virginia receive 
the reward of her tenderness, her gratitude, her 
perseverance, and her strong £uth? We are 
happy in being able to reply to the first inters 
rogatory in the negative, to the second in th^ 
affirmative. Some years have now elapsed, 
and Virginia and Rainsford become more happy 
every passing year, as their confidence in each 
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odier and in themselves increases* It would 
be idle, as it would not be true, to say that this 
happiness was not at first ^shaded by occasional 
painful recollections of the past and apprehen* 
sions of the future. But these carried with 
them their own antidotes, in the increased ten- 
derness and.solicitude of Yirginia to administer 
to the happiness of Rainsford, and his profound 
gratitude and affection when he remembered 
the debt he owed her. In short, the present 
content and fruition at length swallowed up the 
recollection of past sorrows, dispersed the clouds 
of the future, and laid the foundation of a solid, 
permanent reUance on the goodness of Provi- 
dence. 

Virginia has of late encouraged Rainsford to 
employ his ample wealth in the improvement 
of the surrounding country, and his fine talents 
in public life. Both Leonard Dangerfield and 
himself are now running a brilliant career in 
goodly fellowship ; and Yirginia sees with de- 
light, that while the mind of her husband is 
occupied in grasping the vast magnitude of 
those subjects which connect themselves with 
the welfare and glory of our native land, it 
g^athers strength, and acquires new brilhancy 
m the exercise. He no longer broods over him- 
self and his petty apprehensions, but forgets v 
them all in the noble ambition of being useful 
to others. Our heroine is rewarded as she de- 
serves to be, for she leads a life of love and 
virtue, and her path is illuminated by the con- 
sciousness of having persevered in the payment 
of a debt of gratitude. She still Uves, and we 
trust long will live, happy in the devoted aflfec* 
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tion of a man of whom she has reason to ha 
proud ; in the foil enjoyment of a woman's best 
oower, — ^the love of her parents, her brother, 
her neighbours, and her dependants. 

The moral of our tale will, we trust, be found 
m the warning it holds forth against the ap- 
proaches of fanaticism, the weak indulgence 
of PRESENTIMENTS OP EVIL) the testimony 
it bears, that while there is life there is hope, 
and that nothing is more worthy the special 
interposition of a gracious Providence in our 
behalf than a perseverance in all the kind offices 
of humanity towards those on whom the hand 
of misfortune hath been heavily laid. 



THE ENIX 



r 



POPULAR WORKS 



mumaat bt 
1. & J. HARPER, 82 CLIFF-STREET, NEW-YORR 



THE HISTORY OF MODERN 
EUROPE, from the Rise of the 
Modern Kingdoms to the present 
period. By William Rdssbli, 
LL.D., and William Jones, Esq. 
Wiih Annotations by an Ameri- 
can. In 3 vols. Syo. 

THE HISTORICAL WORKS of 
the Uev. WILLIAM ROBERT- 
SON, D.D. ; comprising his HIS- 
TORY of AMERICA; CHARLES 
v.; SCOTLAND, and INDIA. 
In 3 vols. 8vo. with Plates. 

GIBBON'S HISTORY OF THE 
DECLINE AND FALL or the 
ROMAN EMPIRE. In 4 vols. 
8vo. With Plates. 

The aboVe yroriu (Roaaeliy Robertsooy, and 
Gibbou's) are itereo'jped, and printed 
uniformly. Great pains have been taken 
to rtsndor them pofect in ever^ respect. 
They are decidedly the best editions ever 
published in this country. 

ENGLISH SYNONYMES, with 
copious Illustrations and Expla- 
nations, drawn flnom the best Wri- 
ters. ByGuoROB CrabbBjM.A. 
A new Edition, enlarged. Svo. 
[Stereotyped.] 

LIFE OF LORD BYRON. By 
Thomas MooRjS, Esq. In 2 vols. 
8vo. With a Portrait. 

THE BOOK OF NATURE; being 
a popular Illustration of the gene- 
ral Luws and Phenomena of Crea- 
tion, Sec. By John Mason Good, 
M.D. and F.R.S. 8vo. With his 
Life. [Stereotyped.] 

HOOPER'S MEDICAL DICTION- 
ARY. From the last London 
Edition. With Additions, by Sa- 
muel Akerl?, M.D. 8vo. 

COOPER'S SURGICAL DIC- 
TIONARY. In 2 vols. 8vo. 
Greatly enlarged. [Stereotyped.] 

GOOD'S (Dr. John Mason) STUDY 
OF MEDICINE. In 5 vols. 8vo. 
A new edition. With Additions, 
by Samuel X^opi^BR, M.D. 

DOMESTIC bUTlES ; or Inftruc- 
t^ons to Married Ladies. ByMrt. 
WiLUAW Parxis. ISmo . 



THE PERCY ANECDOTES. Re- 
vised edition. To which is ad- 
ded, a Valuable Collection of 
American Anecdotes, originid 
and selected. Illostrated with 
fourta^a Miniature Portraits. — 
Bvo. 

ADVENTURES ON THE CO- 
LUMBIA RIVER ; including the 
Narrative of a Residence of Six 
Years on the Western side of the 
Rocky Mountains, &o. 4cc. B j 
Ross Cox. 8vo. 

WORKS OF THE REV. ROBERT 
HALL, with Memoirs of his Life, 
&.C. In 3 vols. dvo. 

KEITH ON THE PROPHECIES; 
i2mo. 

BROWN'S! DICTIONARY of the 
HOLY BIBLE. From the last 
genuine Edinburgh edition. Bvo. 

THE HISTORY OF THE JEWS, 
From the earliest period to the pre< 
sent time. By the Rev. H. H. Mil- 
man.' In 3 vols. 18mo. illustrated 
with original maps, &,c. 

THE LIFE OF NAPOLEON BO- 
NAPARTE. By J. G . LOCKHART, 

Esq. With copperplate engravings. 
2 vols. 18mo. 

LIFE OF NELSON. By Robert 
SouTHKY, Esq. With a portrait. 

THE LIFE OF ALEXANDER 
THE GREAT. By the Rev. J. 
Williams. With a map. ISntp* 

NATURAL HISTORY OF IN- 
SECTS. Illustrated by numerous 
engravings. ISmo. 

THE LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 

By Jo:;s Galt, Esq. 18mo. 

THE LIFE OF MOHAMMED, 

Founder of the Religion of Islam, 
and of the Empire of the Saracens. 
By the Rev. Guoroe Bush, AJII. 
With a plate. 18ma 

LETTERS ON DEMONOLOGY 
AND WITCHCRAFT. By Sir 

Walter Scott, Bart. 18mo. 

HISTORY OF THE BIBLE. By 

the Rev. G. R. Gleio. In 2 toIb. 

^ ISmo. with. m$!f» of Pal0itiiM,.;fe<i. 



Work* Puiluhed by J. 4 J. i 

HUOUTIVB OF msCOVEBT 
-AND ADVENTURE IN THE 

rOLAR 8£AS AM> REGIUNa 

Bj FmAaaor Liulii, PnilbBHr 

itaamti, mi Rnau Mmtui, 

Eaq. WilhnBc^&D. IBina. 
UFE AND TIHEa OF GEOHOB 



AND ADVBNTTRB IN i 

CA,ft™nUm ■ 

•Title Gtolof; 
Zmlogv- B 
Jaiii Wiu 



Hlofy^inemlag)', i 



mod engminci. IStnn. 
LIVES OF EMINENT PAINTBKS 

AND aCULITORS. By AtLin 

Cdhhihsbui, E^. In 3 yala. 

ISma. wlibponniu, 
HISTORY OF CmvALRV AND 

THE CRUSADES, lly U. P, R, 

LIFE ( 



PALESTINE: DTlb^Ht 
ByH.Rii»[Li,,I.J,.[l 

MEMOIRS OF THE 
JOSEPHINE. By I 



COURT AND CAMP OF DONA- 
FARTB. lemo. t-oorali. 

UVES AN D VOYAGES ofDnifc 
CBTendLiii, Dud Damnler, Inclq- 
dinf an Inlivdnciary View nrihe 

A DESCRIPTION orPITCAIRNV 



ntnmuiaar 



EnBUtdiluDalBfa. Anampud 
10 b* FtiilMipbicUly ntaUati, 

By Bh^boh Tdimb, FAA. * 



" TliB DJuT or (11 Enanym,'' £c. 
JOURNAL OF AN EXPEDITION 
iniDiuioDoriiwNiaEH; wiitii 



INTELLECTUAL runtiw, 
AND THE INVESTIGATION 
OF TRUTH. Br Jdhji Abir- 
oioNBii. H.D. F.R.S.,PeLhiw of 
Ou ttoyti Onllcge of Ph;iiFlina 



SKETCHES FROM VENETIAN 
BISTORT. In t Tnli. I^DID. 

HISTORY OF BRrnSR INDIA, 



LATION « 

^wn. Kyi' 



Works' JHMshkd dyJ.^J. Sarpef; 



HASNLEY. ANotbI. ByG.F. R. 
Jambs, Aathor or "Richelieu." In 
S Tols. ISbno. 

DE L'ORME. A Norel. By the 
Author of " Richelieu" and ** Darn- 
ley.*' 2 Yols. 12mo. 

HAVERHILL. A Novel. By J. A. 
Jones, Esq. In 3 vols. 12ino. 

TRAITS OF TRAVEL. A Novel. 
In 2 vols, 12mo. By T. C. Grat- 
TAN, Author of "Highways and 
Byways." 

THE HEIRESS OP BRUGES. A 
Tale. By the Author of " High- 
ways and Byways," "Traits of 
Travel," &c. 2 vols. 12mo. 

WALTER COLYTON. A Tale. 
In 2 vols. 12mo. By Horace 
Bmitu, Author of " Brambletye- 
House," "ZUlah," ice. &c. 

THE SLAMESE TWINS. By the 
Author of " Pelham," &c. 12nio. 

THE SPY : A Tale of the Neutial 
Ground. By the author of " Pre- 
caution." In two volumes. Se- 
venth Edition. 

CONTARINI FLEMING. A Psy- 
chological Auto-Bi<fgTaphy. By 
the author of "Vivian Grey," 
"The Young Duke," &c. In S 
vols. 12mo. 

MAXWELL. A Novel. By the 
Author of " Sayings and Doings." 
2 vols. 12mo. 

LAWRIE TODD ; OR, THE SET- 
TLERS IN THE WOODS. By 
John GalTjEsq. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

SOUTHENNAN. A Novel. In 2 
vols. 12mo. By the Author of 
" Lawrie Todd," &c. Ac. 

THE NEW FOREST. A Novel. 
In 2 vols. 12mo. By the Author 
of " Brambletye-House," " ZU- 
lah," &c. &c. 

ROXOBEL. By Mrs. Sherwood. 
In 3 vols. 18mo. 

THE RIVALS. A Novel. By the 

Author of " The Collegians," dec. 
In 2 vols. ]2mo. 

HUNGARIAN TALES. In 2 vols. 
12mo, By Mrs. Gore, Author of 
" the Lettre de Cachet" and " Ro- 
mances of Real Life." 

ROMANCES OF REAL LIFE. In 
2 vols. 12mo. 

FRANCE, IN 1820-30. Bv L»dy 
MoReAH. In 2 vol*. UgoM. 



TALES OF THB SARLT Al 

By Horace Smith, Esq., antlior 
of "Brambletye Hooae,** "ZU- 
lah," &c. Ac. 

The works or MARIA EDGE 
WORTH. Ia9vol8.12mo. With 

Engravings. 

THE BOYS' AND GIRLS' LI ' 
BRARY. 16mo. 

AFFECTING SCENES ; being Fai* 
sages fh>m the Diary of a Physi- 
cian. 2 vols. IBmo. [Stereotyped.] 

COMING OUT; and THE FIELD 
OF THE FORTY FOOTSTEPS, 
Novels. By Misses Jane and Air* 
NA Maria Porter. In 3 vols. 

THE BARONY. A Novel. In 3 
vols. 12mo. By Miss Anna Ma- 
ria Porter. 

CLOUDESLEY. A Novel. In S 
vols. I2mo. By the Author of" Ca- 
leb Williams," &c. 

SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARAC- 
TER. By Mrs. Sarah C. Halu 

THE RIVALS OF ESTE ; and 
other Poems. By James G. and 
Mary E. Brookh. 12mo. 

BEATRICE. A Tale, founded on 
Facts. By Mrs. Hoflard. In 2 
vols. 12mo. 

CONTRAST. A Novel. ByREOWA 
Maria Roche, Author of " the 
Children of the Abbey," &c. Ac 
In 2 vols. I2mo. 

THE DENOUNCED. A Novel. 1ft 
2 vols. 12mo. By the Author of 
" The Smuggler." 

THE OXONIANS. A Novel. In 
2 vols. 12mo. By the Author of 
"TheRou6." 

THE COUNTRY CURATE. By 
the Author of "The Subaltern.* 
In 2 vols. 12mo. 

BULWER'S NOVELS. Printed and 
bound uniformly in sets of 10 vol- 
umes—embracing "Pelham," "the 
Disowned," " Devereux," "Paul 
Clifford," and " Eugene Aram.'» 

LIFE of DR. E. D. CLARKE. Bro. 

FRENCH REVOLUTION of 1830. 

LIFE OF VAN HALEN, Set. 8vo- 

MILLER'S GREECE, I3mo. 

SMART'S HORACE. 2 vols. Ifltoiv 

RELIGIOUS DISCOURSES. By 
Sir Walter Scott, Bart. " 



Works PuiHshid ay /. 4- /. AvyiT. 



XINOPHON. Tranriattd by Bd- 
WARD Spblm AN, Esq. and Sir M . 
▲. Oooper. S rota. I81110. 

DEMOSTHENES. By Lsuuu). 
Id S Tolii. I8D10. 

8ALLUST. By Roax. 18mo. 

MASSINGBR'S PLATS. De8i|ned 
iMT Amily use. In 8 vols. iSmo. 
With a Ponrait. 

FORD'S PLAYS. 3Tol8.18rao. 

ART OF INVIGORATING and 
PROLONGING LIFE. By Wil- 
liam KiTCHiNSR, M.D. 18mo. 

THE COOK'S ORACLE, AND 
HOUSEKEEPER'S MANUAL. 
By William Kitchinsr, M.D. 
Adapted to the American Public. 
l3mo. [Stereotyped.] 

MODERN AMERICAN COOK- 
ERY. By Miss P. Smith. 16mo. 

GIBSON'S SURVEYING. Im- 

£ roved and enlarged. By James 
Ivan. 8vo. 

DAVIES'S SURVEYING. 8vo. 

SURVEYORS' TABLES. 12mo. 

BROWN'S (J.) CONCORDANCE. 

Printed on Diamond type, in 

> the 32mo. form. [Stereotyped.] 

SERMONS ON IMPORTANT 
SUBJECTS, by the Rev. Samuel 
D1.VIES, A.M., sometime Presi- 
dent of the College of New- Jer- 
sey. In 3 vols. 8vo. 

THE WORKS OP THE REV. 

JOHN WESLEY, A.M. With 

his Life. In 3.vols.8vo. From 

the last London Edition. With 
a Portrait 

LETTERS FROM THE JEGEAN. 
By James Emerson, Esq. 8vo. 

- THE LITERARY REMAINS OF 
THE LATE HENRY NEELE, 
Author of the " Romance ofHis- 
tory,''&c. &c. 8vo. 

LIFE OF LORD EDWARD FITZ- 
GERALD. By Thomas Moors, 
Esq. In 2 vols. 12mo. Portrait. 

PRESENT STATE OF CHRIS- 
TIANITT in all parts of the 
World. By the Rav. Frbdeiuck 
ScHOBERL. 12mo 

CONVERSATIONS WITH AN 
AMBITIOUS STUDENT III ILL 
HEALTH ; with other Pieces. 
By the author of "Pelham," 
** Eugene Anzn,* Ac. S vola. 



WBVrWABDBO! Alfvvtf. ^ \ 

S vols. 13nio. By tba Aotbor of 
** The Dutchman's Flr«irid«,» Ac. 

HENRY MASTERTON. A No- 
vel. By 6. P. R. Jambs, Esq., 
author of ^ PtuHp Augustoa," 
Ac. S vols. 12mo. 

PELHAM; OR, THE ADVEN- 
TURES OF A GENTLEMAN. A 
Novel. In 3 vols. 12mo. 

THE DISOWNED. ANoveL In 
2 vols. 12mo. Bytho Author jof 
" Palham," dec. [Stereotyped.] 

DEVEREUX. A Novel. In S vols. 
12mo. By the Author of "^ Pel- 
ham," &c. [Stereotyped.] 

PAUL CLIFFORD. A Novel. In 
2 vols. 12mo. By the Author of 
" Pelham," &c. [Stereotyped. ] 

FALKLAND. A NoveL By the 
Author of '* Pelham," &c. 12ma 

ANASTASIUS. A Novel. In 2 vols. 
12mo. 

YOUTH AND MANHOOD OP 
CYRIL THORNTON. ANoveL 
2 vols. 12mQ. [Stereotyped.] 

THE DUTCHMAN'S FIRESIDE. \ 
A Tale. By J. K. Paulsino, ' 
Esq. In 2 vols. 12iiio. 

THE SMUGGLER. A Novel. By 
the Author of "The O'Hara 
Tales," &c. In 2 vols. 12mo. 

THE lYOUNG DUKE. A NoveL 
By the Author of " Vivian Grey.** 
2 vols. 13mo. 

CALEB WILLIAMS. In 3 vols. 
12mo. By the . AuDM>r of " Cloud- 
esley," &c, 

PHILIP AUGUSTUS. A NoveL 
By the Author of "Damley,"*^ 
2 vols. 12mo. 

THE CLUB-BOOK. By various V 
Authors. In 3 vols. 12mo. 

DE VERB. A NoveL By the 
Author of « Tremaine." In 3 
vols. 12mo. 

EVELINA. A Novel. By Mim 
Bdknkt. In 3 vols. 12mo. 

THE FALSE STEP AND THE 
SISTERS. A NoveL In twe 
vols. 12mo. 

ARLINGTON. ANoveL By the 
autbor of "Granby," Ac. In 3 
vols. iSmo. 

ADVENTURES or A YOUNGER 
BON. In »T0]«. t2mo. 
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ROtUNCE oTHISTORT. Btu.. 
In 3 Tola. ISnvt. By Don T. ■>■ 



THE INCOGNITO ; or, fdNB AS 
PECCADlLLOBa. ANotol. 1 
Ills AuUiDT or " RomiDce of II 
toiy— Spuin," -The C»«Ull»n,"« 
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EEXCLUSIVE9. ANoTil. In 

UlVrlON. A f/ov«[. In a j%\n. 
~- TFIE SUBALTERN* LOG-BOOK. 
ANoid. iB a rols. ISmo. 
FOSCARINL A Narel. InSroli. 



THE BCHOOL OF FASHION. A 

NdtiL In 1 ntli. nrmt. 
R7BRENT DB CRUCE. ANofd. 

In a •Dtg. ISmo. 
THE ENaLlSH AT HOME. A 

THE LAST OP THE PIANTA- 
G^IETS. An Hixunul K*- 

TALES OF MILITARY LIFE. la 



CAMPAIGNS OF A COR . 

'E LIFE. A Noiel. In t 

OF THE WEST. STOta. 

JACaUELINE OF HOLLAND. Bf 

EDWARD SEAWARDS 
IRATIVE OP HIS SHIP- 
WRECK, &e. Ediied by Hiia 






aCalalofiiA. 
LIBRARY— Betng •■■ 
ecuoiu l^viD populnr Msfidu^ 

BiplAnalDiy Notes, and adapted 
a Family nadln^^ by tKe omil- 



FAMILY LIBRARY. 



Thb publUhen of the Family Library, anxiofcu to obtiuB 
4iid to deserve the favourable opinion of the public, with 
pleasure embrace the present opportunity to express their 
warm and sincere thanks for the Uberal patronage which has 
been bestowed upon their undertaking, and their deteimina^ 
lion to do all that lies in their power to merit its continu- 
ance. For some time previous to the commencement of the 
Family Library, they had entertained thoughts and wishes 
of reducing the quantity of merely fictitious writings, wjiich 
the reading public had made it their interest to issue from 
their press ; and they were conscious that this could only 
be done by substituting for them works that should be equally 
entertaining and more instructive. The difficulty was to 
£nd an adequate supply of books possessing these requisites. 
At this time the attention of English philanthropists and 
authors was strongly turned to the general dissemination of 
Useful knowledge by means of popular abridgments, conve- 
nient in form, £^orded at low prices, and as much as possi- 
ble simplified in style, so as to bo accessible as well to the 
means as to the comprehension of ** the people," in contra- 
distinction to the educated and the wealthy. The result has 
been the production of numerous collections, embracing well 
written works treating of almost every department of art and 
science, and, by their sunplicity, clearness, and entire freedom 
from technicahty, exactly calculated to attract and compen- 
sate the attention of the general reader. From these collec- 
tions, with additions and Improvements, and such alterations 
«s were necessary to adapt the work to the taste and wants 
of the American public. Harper's Tamily Library has 
been composed ; and it is with pride and pleasure that the 
publishers acknowUdge the distmguished favour with which 
it has been received. The approbation and support that 
have already been bestowed upon it are greater than have 
ever been conferred upon any work of a similar character 
published in the United States ; and the tale of every sue* 
ceeding volume still demonstrates its continually increasing 
popularity. In several instanges gentlemen of wealth ana 
of excellent judgment have been so much pleased with the 
character of Uie Library, that they have purchased numbeis 
of onnplete sots as appropriate and valuable gifts to tht 
fiimiliM of their less c^ent relntivef ; and cthen b«vt 



FAMILY UBtUJLY. 

unsolicited, been active in their endeaToun to extend itf 
circulation among their friends and acquaintances. With 
these strong inducements to persevere, the publishers are 
resolvc^d.to prosecute their undertaking with additional zeal, 
energy, anj circumspection. What has been done they 
desire their patrons to consider rather in the Ught of an ex- 
periment, than a specimen of what they hope and intend to 
accomplish : they freely and gratefully acknowledge that 
the circulation and popularity of the Family Lil)rary are now 
such as to justify them in disregarding expense, and to 
demand from them ev^ry care and every exertion. It shall 
be their study to make such arrangements as shall warrant 
them in assuring the friends and patrons of the Library that 
the forthcoming volumes, instead of decreasing in interest 
and value, will be found still more deserving of the support 
and approbation of the public than those which have pre- 
ceded them. 

In order to render it thus meritorious, the proprietors 
intend incorporating in it hereafter, selections of the best 
productions from the various other Libraries and Miscella- 
nies now publishing in Europe. Several well-known au- 
thors have been engaged to prepare for it also works of an 
American character; and the Family lAbraryy when com» 
pleledf will include a volume on every useful and interesting 
subject not embraced in the other "Libraries" now prepar- 
ing by the same publishers. The entire series will be the 
production of authors of eminence, who have acquired ce- 
lebrity by their litertffy labours, and whose names, as they 
appear in succession, will afford the surest guarantee for the 
satisfactory manner in which the subjects will be treated. 

With these arrangements, the publishers flatter themselves 
that they will be able to offer to the American public a work 
of unparalleled merit and cheapness^ forming a body of litera- 
ture which will obtain the praise of having mstructed many, 
and amused all ; and, above every other species of eulogy, 
of being fit to be introduced to the domestic circle without 
reserve or exception. 

The Dramatic Sbries of the Family Library will consist 
principally of the works of those Dramatists who flourished 
contemporaneously with Shakspeare, in which tdl such 
passages as are inconsistent with modem delicacy will be 
omitt^. The number of volumes will be limited, and the^ 
will be bound and numbered in such a manner as to render it 
not essentially necessary to obtain them to complete a set of 
the Family Library. 



Notices of the Fatmfy bhrary* 

""Ttae poblisbera have bitherto ftiUy deaenred tlidr daily ineraaaim 
Nmnation by the good taste and judgment wbieh hare inouenead fta 
Miwtiona of worka for tiM Family Library."— ji^tony DoUy Aiimrii$tr 

** 1%e Family Library— A title which, flnom the valuable and eotartain 
Inf matter the eoUeetion containa, aa well as flrom the careHil atyle of ita 
•aecHtionf it well deaervea. No family, indeed, in which there are chil- 
dren to be brought up, ought to be without this Library, aa it ftimishes 
the readieat reaourcea for that education which ought to accompany of 
•occeed that of the boarding-school or the academy, and ia infinitely more 
flDoducive than either to the cultivation of the intellect."— JfontiUy Remtw. 

'*It ia the duty of every person having a fomily to put this excellent 
Library into the ha^idsof hia children."— iVl Y, Mercantile Advertiser. 

** It is one of the recommendations of the Family Library, that it em- 
braces a large circle of interesting matter, of -important information and 
agreeable entertainment, in a concise manner and a cheap form. It is 
eminently calculated for a popular series— published at a price so low, 
that persons of the most moderate income may purchaw it— combining a 
matter and a style that the most ordinary mind may comprehend it, at the 
aame thne that it is calculated to raise the moral and intellectual chaiscter 
•f the people." — Canstdlation. 

** We have repeatedly borne testimony to the utility of this work. It is 
one of the best that has ever been issued Omn the American press, and 
ahonld be in the library of every fomiiy desirous of tgreaauf-ing up useHil 
knowledge." — Boston Stateanum. 

** We venture the assertion that there ia no publication In the country 
Brnre auitably adapted to the taste and requirements of the great mass of 
eommunity, or better calculated lo raise the intellectual chvacter of the 
middling claaaes of society, than the Family Library.**— Boston Masonic 
Mirror. 

** We have so often recommended this enterpriaing and uaeflil publica- 
tian (the Family Library), that vre can here only add, that each aucces- 
•ive number appears to confirm its merited popularity."— iV. Y. American. 

** The little volumes of this series tiruly c<Hnport with their title, and are 
In themselves a Family Library."— JV. Y. Commercial Advertiser, 

** We recommend the whole set of the Family Library as one of the 
(Cheapest means of affording pleasing instruction, and imparting a proper 
pride in books, with whi<*h we are acquainted."— £7^ & Qatett^ 

** It will prove instructing and amusing to all elassoa. We are pleased 
lo learn that the works comprising this Library have become, aa they 
ought to be, quite popular among the heads of fomiliea."— iV. Y. GazOte. 

" The Family Library Is. what ita name implies, a conecdon of varioua 
driginal works of the best kind, containing reading usefU and interesting 
to the family circle. It ia nestly printed, and ahould be in every fkmily 
that can afford it — the price being moderate." — New-EngUmiPaUadium. 

** We are pleased to aee that the publishers have obtained sufficient en- 
couragement to continue their valuable Family Library."— Botttmore Re- 
publican. 

** The l-'amily Library presents, in a compendious and oonvenient fornii 
well-written histories of popular men, lungdoma, sciences, &c. arran^^ 
and edited by able writers, and drawn entirely (h>m the moat correct and 
accredited authorities. It is, as it professes to be, a Family Library, fVom 
which, at little expense, a household may ncepare themselves for a con- 
sideration of those elementary subjects of education and aociety, without a 
due acquaintance with which neither mar nor woman haa claim to be 
well bred, or to take their proper {dace among those with whuta they 
tlor.do.^—CharUslon Gazette, 
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